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Here’s  the  nugget  that  puts  the  finishing  touch  to  the  million/’  said  Wild,  holding  out  the  lump  in 
one  hand  and  grasping  Arietta’s  hand  with  the  other.  *  ’Here’s  the  girl  who  picked  it  up,  boys  I” 
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Young  Wild  West’s  Million  in  Gold; 


OR, 


THE  B0S5  BOY  OF  BOULDER. 


By  AN  OLD  SCOOT. 


CHAPTER  I. 


THE  DYING  MINERS  LEGACY. 


In  one  of  the  most  picturesque  parts  of  Northern  Colo¬ 
rado  one  day  in  early  summer  a  few  years  ago  a  party  of  six 
might  have  been  seen  riding  on  horseback. 

To  many  these  people  might  have  looked  out  of  place  in 
that  wild,  mountainous  region,  where  the  snow-capped 
mountains  reared  themselves  on  every  hand  and  the  weird 
and  angular  rocks  of  gray  and  brown  studded  the  sides  of 
the  gorges  that  broke  their  irregular  way  through  the  vast 
beds  of  earth  and  rock  and  wound  in  a  snake-like  fashion 
for  miles  and  miles,  in  many  instances  where  the  foot  of 
the  white  man  had  never  trod. 

The  fact  of  the  party  being  made  up  of  three  males  and 
three  females  would  seem  that  those  who  composed 
it  possessed  no  little  courage  and  daring,  otherwise  they 
would  not  have  attempted  such  a  journey. 

They  were  riding  along  at  an  easy  gait,  two  abreast,  and 
the  costumes  they  wore  being  typical  of  the  Wild  West,  they 
made  a  striking,  not  to  say  dashing  appearance. 

The  two  in  the  lead  were  a  boy  and  a  girl.  We  say  a 
boy  and  a  girl  because  the  former  was  not  more  than  twenty, 
if  he  was  that,  and  his  fair  companion  had  not  yet  reached 
the  age  of  eighteen. 

They  were  no  less  personages  than  Young  Wild  West  and 
pretty  sweetheart,  Arietta  Murdock,  a  couple  who  had 
o/o‘  rierjeod  more  of  the  dangers  and  thrilling  escapes  from 


Indians  and  renegades  than  has  ever  fallen  to  the  lot  of  any 
boy  or  girl  who  Was  born  and  bred  in  the  Wild  West. 

Behind  them  rode  Jim  Dart,  a  youth  of  about  Wild’s  age, 
who  was  a  chum  and  partner  of  his,  and  his  sweetheart, 
Eloise  Gardner,  a  girl  of  the  brunette  type  and  rather  deli¬ 
cate  in  looks,  though  beautiful,  withal. 

Next  came  Cheyenne  Charlie,  the  famous  scout  and  In¬ 
dian  tighter,  who  had  served  the  Government  well  and  faith¬ 
fully  for  several  years  before  he  joined  Young  Wild  West 
in  an  expedition  to  the  Black  Hills  a  year  or  so  before  and 
made  a  rich  strike  in  the  gold  bearing  district.  His  wife, 
Anna,  a  handsome  and  stately  young  woman,  rode  at  his 
side,  ever  and  anon  casting  glances  of  admiration  at  the  tall, 
bearded  man  beside  her,  who  rode  his  horse  with  such  ease 
and  grace  that  he  almost  seemed  to  be  a  part  ohthe  animal. 

But  if  Cheyenne  Charlie  rode  in  a  graceful  manner  what 
could  be  said  of  Young  Wild  West ! 

There  are  many  men  and  boys  of  the  West  who  have 
spent  much  of  their  time  in  the  saddle,  and  who  have  be¬ 
come  so  accustomed  to  it  that  it  would  seem  that  they  could 
become  no  more  perfect  in  the  art — for  art  it  surely  is — 
but  when  Young  Wild  West  came  dashing  up  on  his  spirited 
sorrel  Spitfire  those  who  thought  they  had  attained  the 
acme  of  equestrianism  would,  if  they  spoke  truthful,  be 
likely  to  say  that  they  had  yet  something  to  learn  about 
riding. 

Strong,  well-built,  fearless  and  brave,  even  unto  reck¬ 
lessness,  Young  Wild  West,  with  his  finely-mouidjed  fea¬ 
tures,  dark  eyes  and  flowing  chestnut  hair,  showed  up  for 


what  he  was,  every  inch  of  him  a  perfect  specimen  of  a 
youth  of  the  border. 

II  is  sweetheart  was  a  blonde,  and  as  the  couple  rode 
slowly  along  the  mountain  trail  that  now  wound  its  way 
close  to  the  edge  of  a  yawning  chasm,  she  made  a  charming 
picture. 

“Oh!  Wild,”  she  said  suddenly.  “Look  what  a  lovely 
flower !” 

She  pointed  up  at  the  bank  of  earth  a  rock  that  slanted 
toward  a  ridge  high  above  them. 

All  hands  turned  their  eyes  in  the  direction  indicated  by 
Arietta  and  they  saw  a  bunch  of  wild  flowers  such  as  grow 
in  the  mountains  of  that  cliftate. 

But  there  was  one  particular  flower  that  projected  out 
from  all  the  rest,  and  it  was  so  beautiful  in  appearance  that 
it  was  not  strange  that  the  attention  of  the  girl  had  been 
attracted  to  it. 

\ 

“Oh!”  exclaimed  x4nna  and  Eloise  Gardner  as  their  gaze 
settled  on  the-flower. 

“Very  fine,  ain’t  it?”  Cheyenne  Charlie  queried.  “I 
s’pose  ther  next  thing  Arietta  will  want  Wild  to  climb  up 
there  and  get  it.” 

“Whoa!”  said  Young  Wild  Wrest  suddenly,  and  as  he 
brought  his  horse  to  a  halt  the  rest  followed  his  example. 
“Do  }Tou  want  that  pretty  flower,  Et?” 

“Of  course,  I  would  like  to  havq  it,”  was  the  reply. 
“But  what  is  the  use  of  talking?  You,  nor  nobody  else 
could  climb  up  there  and  get  it.” 

“Never  mind  about  that.  Just  move  your  horse  over 
there  and  hold  your  hat.” 

Arietta  understood  at  once. 

She  very  quickly  urged  her  horse  to  the  spot  her  lover 
pointed  out,  and  then  taking  off  the  jaunty,  broad-brimmed 
hat  she  wore,  she  held  it  ready  to  catch  the  pretty  flower. 

Then  Young  Wild  West  drew  his  revolver. 

•  Crack ! 

The  flower  came  tumbling  down  like  a  stricken  bird  and 
Arietta  very  deftly  caught  it  in  her  hat. 

“What  won’t  you  be  shooting  at  next.  Wild?”  Jim  Dart 
asked,  looking  at  his  chum  in  amazement,  for  the  bullet 
had  cut  the  stem  about  five  inches  from  the  flower,  making 
it  a  remarkable  shot  indeed.  , 

“Oh!  it  just  struck  me  all  of  a  sudden,  and  I  thoifght 
I  would  bring  it  down,”  was  the  retort.  “If  I  hadn’t  hit  it 
the  first  time  I  would  have  kept  on  till  I  did.  I  guess  either 
you  or  Charlie  could  do  the  same  thing  if  you  tried.” 

“Not  ther  first  time,”  said  the  scout,  shaking  his  head. 
“I  doubt  if  1  could  bring  one  of  ther  flowers  down  if  I  shot 
in  ther  whole  bunch.  I’m  goin’  to  try  it,  though,  for 
Arietta  mustn't  be  ther  only  gal  to  wear  a  flower  pinned  on 
her  bosom.” 

At  that  Charlie  raised  his  revolver  and  fired. 

Much  to  his  satisfaction,  three  or  four  of  the  largest  of 
the  wild  flowers  came  down. 

Dismounting  he  picked  them  up  and  gave  the  two  best 
ones  to  his  wife  and  Eloise. 

He  had  just  got  into  the  saddle  again  when  the  crack 


of  a  pistol  came  to  their  ears  from  some  point  farther  along 
the  trail. 

Instantly  the  six  were  all  attention. 

“Ride  slowly,”  said  Wild.  “I  will  go  on  ahead  and  see 
what  the  trouble  is.” 

A  word  to  the  sorrel  and  he  was  off  like  a  shot. 

Young  Wild  West  had  not  covered  more  than  fifty  yards 
when  his  quick  ears  caught  the  faint  sound  of  a  cry  for  help. 

Then  his  gaze  suddenly  lighted  on  a  horse  standing  by 
the  wayside. 

Wild  promptly  came  to  a  halt. 

“Hello,  there !”  he  called  out. 

“Hello!”  came  the  faint  reply  from  a  clump  of  bushes. 
“Thank  God !  Some  one’s  cornin’  afore  I  pass  in  my  chips. 
Come  here,  stranger.” 

Though  he  held  his  revolver  in  his  hand,  ready  for  in¬ 
stant  use,  Young  Wild  West  did  not  for  a  moment  think 
there  was  any  deception  in  the  voice  that  spoke  to  him. 

He  rode  on  a  few  yards,  and  then  dismounting,  boldly 
approached  the  clump  of  bushes. 

The  horse  gave  a  whinny  at  sight  of  the  sorrel,  but  did 
not  offer  to  leave  the  spot. 

Then  Wild  saw  that  the  steed  was  standing  over  a  man 
who  lay  wounded  on  the  ground. 

By  his  appearance  the  man  was  a  miner,  and  the  gray 
color  Jhat  had  settled  upon  his  face  showed  quite  plainly 
that  he  had  not  long  to  live. 

“What  is  the  matter,  stranger?”  asked  Young  Wild 
West,  as  he  knelt  beside  him. 

“Youngster,  I’m  done  for!”  was  the  gasping  retort. 
“Have  yer  got  some  liquor  about  yer?” 

“Wait  a  minute.  I  haven’t,  but  there  is  a  fellow  with  me 
who  has.” 

Then  Wild  rose  to  his  feet  and  called  to  his  companions 
to  come  on. 

The  next  minute  they  were  on  the  spot  and  Charlie  was 
at  the  wounded  miner’s  side,  pouring  something  from  a 
flash  down  his  throat. 

“Thankee!”  exclaimed  the  man  in  a  stronger  voice. 
“Now,  I  feel  better.  Where  be  you  people  goin’  to?” 

“We  are  going  to  Boulder,”  answered  Young  Wild  West. 

“That’s  jest  where  I  come  from.  I  got  done  for  three 
miles  back  on  ther  trail,  an'  here’s  as  far  as  I  could  git. 
1  m  fast  cash  in  in,  strangers#  I'm  fast  cashin’  in.” 

“Who  shot  you?”  asked  Jim  Dart. 

“A  feller  named  Bruce  Budd.  Him  an'  his  gang  has 
been  lioundin  me  for  more'n  a  month  ’cause  I  wouldn't  tell 
em  where  ther  richest  lode  in  Boulder  County  was.  I 
found  ther  lode,  an  I  made  a  fortune  out  of  it.  I  saved 
enough  to  go  East  an  settle  down  an'  live  without  work  in 
im  old  days,  an  then  1  lit  out  of  ther  place  this  morn  in' 
bound  not  to  tell  any'  one  where  ther  lode  is.  Give  me 
some  more  of  that  whiskey,  will  yer?” 

^  oung  M  ild  \\  est  had  been  endeavoring  to  stay  the  flow 
of  ltlood  from  a  wound  in  the  miner's  right  breast,  and  ho 
now  held  his  handkerchief  to  the  spot  and  lifted  Ins  head 
so  he  could  swallow  the  stimulant. 
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“I  ain't  got  a  relative  in  tlier  whole  world,”  resumed  the 
dying  man,  his  cheeks  flushing  from  the  effects  of  the 
liquor.  “You  people  come- along  in  time  to  ease  me  while 


I'm  passin'  in,  so  I'm  goiir  to  tell  you  where  tlier  lode  is. 

-  There's  millions  in  it !  You  kin  all  be  rich — that  is,  if 
Bruce  Budd  don't  put  an  end  to  yer  afore  you  dig  it  out. 
Take  my  belt  when  I’m  gone  an’  rip  ther  buckskin  off 
what's  sewed  along  ther  back  of  it  on  ther  inside,  an’ 
you'll  find  a  chart  of  ther  place,  an’  ther  f  way  to  git  to  it. 
It  ain't  drawn  very  neat,  but  it's  plain  as  day.  I  don’t 
know  who  you  are,  but  I  kin  tell  an  honest  face  when  I 
see  it,  an’  that’s  what  all  of  yer  have  got.  Ther  gold  ain’t 
no  good  to  me,  so  git  it,  if  yer  kin ;  it’s  yours.  But  look 
1  out  fer  Bruce  Budd.” 

Here  the  man  was  attacked  with  a  fit  of  coughing,  and 
our  friends  surely  thought  it  was  all  over  with  him. 

But  he  rallied  again  a  moment  later  and  called  for  the 
bottle  again. 

When  Cheyenne  Charlie  had  poured  a  few  drops  down 
his  throat,  the  miner  fixed  his  eyes  on  the  face  of  Wild  for 
a  second,  and  then,  in  a  hoarse  whisper,  said : 

“Young  feller,  I  wish  you  would  drop  that  feller,  Bruce 
Budd.  I  think  I’ll  rest  easier  in  my  grave  when  he  goes 

funder.  If  ever  there  was  a  smooth-tongued  villain,  he’s 
one !  But  look  out  for  him !  He’s  like  a  snake  in  ther 
grass.  I — I — well,  ther  lode  is — is  yours,  ’cause  I  ain’t 
got - ” 


That  was  all  he  said. 

Like  the  snuff  of  a  candle  his  life  went  out,  and  our  six 
friends  were  in  the  presence  of  Death. 

For  a  moment  no  one  spoke  a  word. 

The  girls  had  turned  away,  and  they  now  dismounted 
and  stood  where  they  could  not  see  the  corpse. 

“Boys,”  said  Young  Wild  West,  “we  must  bury  this 
poor  fellow.  Then  we  will  take  his  belt,  as  he  requested  us, 
and  go  on  to  Boulder.  We  started  out  for  a  trip  through 
Northern  Colorado  in  search  of  pleasure  and  adventure, 
and  incidentally  for  the  benefit  Eloise  might  derive  from 
’the  pure  air.  Now,  we  have  run  across  our  first  real  ad¬ 
venture,  afad  there  is  no  telling  where  it  will  end,  as  I 
propose  to  hunt  up  this  wonderful  lode  he  spoke  about,  and 
if  this  Bruce  Budd  attempts  to  bother  us,  he  will  get 
what,  the  poor  miner  wanted  him  to  get — a  bullet.” 


Charlie  had  thrown  his  handkerchief  over  the  dead  man’s 
face,  and  at  a  sign  from  Wild,  he  unbuckled  the  belt  and 


handed  it  over. 

A  revolver  lay  on  the  ground,  and  when  they  examined 
it  they  found  that  the  chambers  were  empty. 

“Ther  poor  feller  fired  his  last  shot  to  attract  ther  at¬ 
tention  of  somebody,  an’  we  happened  to  be  near  enough 
to  hear  it,”  observed  Cheyenne  Charlie,  solemnly. 

“Yea  -  and  he.  no  doubt,  died  easier  than  he  would  have 
done  had  he  been  alone,”  spoke  up  Jim  Dart.  » 

“Well,  boys,  there  is  only  one  thing  we  can  do  now,” 
faid  Vr/ung  Wild  West.  “Get  at  work  and  dig  a  grave.” 


they  had  not  the  proper  tools  to  work  with,  they  had  a  grave 
dug  at  the  end  of  twenty  minutes. 

Then  they  tenderly  laid  the  body  in  its  last  resting 
place,  and  when  they  had  stood  in  silence  for  the  space  of 
a  minute  with  bared  heads,  they  proceeded  to  cover  it  over. 

They  did  not  go  through  the  pockets  of  the  clothing  at 
all.  The  man  had  bequeathed  his  belt  to  them,  saying 
nothing  about  anything  else,  and  they  were  not  the  ones  to 
take  more  than  that  from  him  after  he  was  dead. 

If  he  had  wanted  to  give  them  more'  he  would  surely 
have  mentioned  it. 

When  a  little  mound  had  been  made  to  mark  the  spot 
the  girls  dropped  the  flowers  that  had  been  shot  from  the 
high  bank  for  them  upon  the  grave,  and  then  mounting 
their  horses,  they  rode  from  the  spot. 

“From  what  the  poor  fellow  said,  we  cannot  be  at  a  very 
great  distance  from  the  place  where  the  lode  is  situated,” 
said  Wild.  “He  stated  that  it  was  three  miles  back  where 
he  had  received  his  death  wound  at  the  hands  of  Bruce 
Budd,  and  I  suppose  he  was  not  followed  man}^  miles  be¬ 
fore  the  cowardly  shot  was  fired.  We  must  be  on  the 
lookout  as  we  proceed,  now,  for  such  a  villain  as  he  de¬ 
scribed,  might  suddenly  attack  us  with  a  big  gang  of 
ruffians  at  his  back.  / 

But  a  lookout  was  not  needed,  it  seemed,  for  when  they 
had  covered  about  seven  miles,  without  meeting  a  human 
being,  they  suddenly  came  in  sight  of  a  hustling  mining 
town  that  nestled  in  a  little  valley. 

They  had  brought  the  horse  of  the  dead  man  with  them, 
and  Wild  knew  that  the  steed  would  surely  attract  the  at¬ 
tention  of  the  coward  who  had  murdered  the  man,  if  he 
was  in  the  town. 

There  were  not  more  than  forty  shanty  buildings  in  the 
place,  and  of  these  half  a  dozen  had  signs  up  as  being 
hotels. 

Our  friends  headed  for  the  most  pretentious  looking  of 
the  latter,  as  it  was  near  noon,  and  they  felt  as  though 
they  would  like  to  enjoy  a  meal  that  was  prepared  in  a 
house. 

They  had  been  forced  to  camp  and  cook  their  own  meals 
for  the  last  two  days,  and  it  would  be  a  change. 

As  they  dismounted  in  front  of  the  hotel  half  a  dozen 
men  came  out. 

One  of  them,  a  red-wliiskered  fellow  of  sinister  ap¬ 
pearance,  gave  a  violent  start  when  he  saw  the  horse  they 
had  brought  into  town  with  them. 

“Where’d  ye  come  across  that  boss,  strangers?”  he  asked, 
a  moment  later. 

“Are  you  Bruce  Budd?”  exclaimed  Young  Wild  West, 
looking  at  him  sharply. 


CHAPTER  II. 

WIIAT  THE  CHART  TOLD  THEM. 


The  red-whiskered  man  was  greatly  surprised  when 
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He  stepped  back  a  pace,  and  then  placing  his  hand  on 
the  butt  of  his  revolver,  exclaimed: 

“What  do  you  want  to  know  who  I  am  fur,  youngster?” 

“Well,  you  see,  Bruce  Budd  shot  and  killed  a  man  a.  few 
miles  back  on  the  trail,  and  I  told  the  poor  fellow  before 
he  died  that  I  would  look  out  for  you  and  see  that  you  got 
what  was  coming  to  you.  Again  1  ask  you,  are  you  Bruce 
Budd?”  1 

“That  are  my  name,  youngster,”  was  the  rather  slow  re¬ 
ply,  as  though  the  man  was  studying  what  to  say.  “I’m 
Bruce  Budd,  jest  as  sure  as  you  are  an  impudent,  rattle¬ 
brained  youngster.  If  it  was  a  man  whaj:  said  I  had  shot 
an’  killed  a  man  this  mornin’  he  wouldn’t  live  ten  seconds 
after  he’d  said  it,  ’cause  it’s  a  lie !” 

He  drew  his  revolver  slowly  from  the  holster  as  he  said 
this,  and  held  it  as  though  he  was  trying  to  frighten  the 
boy. 

Wild  smiled  at  this,  and  then  in  a  perfectly  cool  tone, 
retorted : 

“Mr.  Bruce  Budd,  if  it  was  a  man  who  insinuated  that 
I  told  a  lie,  I  would  be  apt  to  hurt  him!” 

A  hoarse  murmur  of  astonishment  went  up  from  the 
men  on  the  hotel  porch. 

The  majority  of  them  knew  Bruce  Budd,  and  they  were 
aware  that  he  was  one  of  the  most  reckless  men  in  that 
section. 

They  had  never  seen  Young  Wild  West  before,  and  they 
took  him  to  be  a  nervy  young  fellow  who  had  made  the 
mistake  of  his  life  in  talking  to  Bruce  Budd  as  he  had 

done. 

They  expected  to  see  him  fall  to  the  ground  with  a  bul¬ 
let  in  him  in  no  time. 

“I  reckon  I’ll  have  to  shoot  one  of  yer  ears  off,  jest  to 
learn  you  a  lesson,”  said  the  red-whiskered  man,  coolly. 

“And  I  reckon  you  will  drop  that  shooter!” 

These  words  rang  out  sharply,  and  then  every  one  saw 
that  the  boy  had  his  man  covered. 

“Drop  that  shooter,  I  say!”  commanded  Young  Wild 
West.  “Drop  it,  or  I’ll  bore  a  hole  through  your  carcass!” 

Bruce  Budd’s  jaw  dropped,  and  then  his  fingers  re¬ 
leased  their  grasp  upon  the  revolver,  and  it  fell  to  the 
ground.  « 

“I  guess  you  are  not  so  dangerous  as  you  tried  to  make 
out,”  observed  Wild,  in  his  easy,  matter-of-fact  way. 
“Now,  I  want  to  tell  you  something.  That  horse  there 
was  the  property  of  the  man  you  shot  this  morning.  Don’t 
you  dare  to  deny  that  you  shot  him,  for  if  you  do  I  will 
drop  you  as  I  would  a  mad  prairie  dog!  I  don’t  know  the 
name  of  the  poor  fellow,  but  he  left  town  this  morning, 
because  you  and  your  gang  were  harassing  him  all  the 
while,  and  just  for  spite  you  shot  him  as  he  was  leaving. 
Gentlemen,  that  man  is  a  cowardly  murderer!  Perhaps 
some  of  you  know  the  name  of  the  man  who  left  town  this 
morning?” 

“It.  was  .Tim  Mitchell,”  spoke  up  a  miner,  standing  in 

it...  A  - _ _  r  iL-  i _ i.  _  i 


“Well,  then,  Bruce  Budd  shot  him,  for  Jim  Mitchell 
told  us  so  with  his  dying  breath.” 

The  face  of  the  villain  turned  all  colors  while  our  hero 
was  talking. 

He  began  edging  away  toward  a  roan  horse  that  was 
tied  to  a  tree,  and  as  none  of  the  men  standing  around 
made  a  move  to  stop  him,  Wild  let  him  go. 

“Go  on,  Bruce  Budd!”  he  called  out  to  him.  “But 
just  mind  your  eye  when  you  come  around  here  again. 
There  is  a  rope  waiting  for  your  neck,  and  just  as  sure  as 
you  are  sneaking  away  there,  you  will  get  it  before  many 
days !” 

The  man  had  reached  his  horse  now,  and  as  he  was  in 
the  act  of  mounting  he  turned  and  looked  straight  at  the 
handsome  young  Prince  of  the  Saddle. 

“You’ve  got  all  ther  best  of  it  this  time,  young  feller,” 
he  said.  “You  got  ther  drop  on  me,  fair  an’  square,  an’ 
there  was  no  use  in  me  tryin’  to  do  anjdhin’,  or  tryin’  to 
prove  my  innercence.  Now,  before  I  go  I  would  like  to 
ask  what  is  your  name?” 

“Young  Wild  West  is  my  name,”  replied  Wild.  “I  hope 
it  will  do  you  good,  now  that  you  have  learned  it.” 

“All  right,  Young  Wild  West,  we’ll  meet  ag’in  afore 
many  hours,  an’  when  we  do  meet  I’m  goin’  to  prove  that 
you’re  a  liar,,  if  you  say  I  shot  Jim  Mitchell  this  mornin'. 
Good  day !” 

The  villain  mounted  his  horse  with  surprising  quickness, 
and  the  next  instant  he  was  galloping  away. 

The  girls  had  not  yet  dismounted,  and^  their  escorts 
now  turned  their  attention  to  them  and  assisted  them  to 
alight  on  the  ground. 

“Can  we  get  dinner  here,  sir?”  Wild  asked,  addressing 
a  man  who  was  in  his  shirt  sleeves  and  wore  no  hat. 

“Yes,  sir!”  was  the  prompt  reply.  “Step  right  in. 
“Do  you  want  your  horses  cared  for,  too?” 

“Well,  yes;  they  should  have  a  good  rubbing  down,  and 
when  they  are  cool  enough  some  oats  won’t  hurt  them.” 

“All  right,  Mr.  West.  I'll  guarantee  you  good  service 
at  ther  Nugget  House.” 

Two  men  quickly  took  charge  of  the  horses — the  one 
that  had  belonged  to  the  murdered  miner,  also-%-and  then 
our  friends  went  into  the  reception-room  of  the  hotel. 

In  something  like  half  an  hour  they  were  ushered  into 
the  dining-room,  where  they  sat  down  to  a  meal  that  was 
much  to  their  liking,  since  it  was  well  gotten  up  and  was 
served  neatly. 

Y\  ild  found  that  the  hotel  proprietor's  name  was  Lynch, 
and  after  dinner  he  had  quite  a  talk  with  him. 

He  lound  the  man  to  be  one  of  the  right  sort,  according 
io  his  judgment,  and  the  result  was  that  he  engaged  board 
for  himself  and  companions  for  a  week. 

The  name  ot  the  town,  or  “camp,”  as  it  was  called  bv 
most  of  the  inhabitants,  was  North  Boulder. 

It  \\ as  really  a  part  of  Boulder,  though  some  throe  miles 
intervened  between  the  two  places. 
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of  attraction  among  the  men  who  had  gathered  there,  more 

especially  Wild. 

Those  who  had  seen  him  tame  Bruce  Budd  had  told  the 
others,  and  as  Budd  was  known  as  such  a  bad  man  in  that 
section, '  they  were  anxious  to  see  the  boy  who  had  shown 
him  a  trick  he  did  not  know. 

One  of  the  men  had  heard  of  Young  Wild  West,  and  he 
was  more  anxious  than  any  of  the  rest  to  see  him  and 
shake  hands  with  him. 

So  when  our  hero  came  into  the  barroon,  this  man,  who 
went  by  the  name  of  the  “Shadow,”  because  he  was  so  tall 
and  slim,  pushed  his  way  toward  him,  and  exclaimed : 

“Young  Wild  West,  I've  heard  a  whole  lot  about  you. 
Will  yer  let  me  grip  your  paw  once?” 

“Certainly,”  was  the  reply.  “With  whom  have  I  the 
honor  of  shaking  hands,  if  I  may  ask?” 

“I’m  ther  Shadder — that’s  all  ther  name  I  goes  by.” 

“Ah !  I  see.  Have  you  lived  around  here  long?” 

“I  was  one  of  the  fust  men  to  locate  here.” 

“Then  vou  knew  Jim  Mitchell?” 

sJ 

“Oh,  yes!  I  knowed  him  as  well  as  any  one.  You  see, 
Jim  was  a  feller  what  never  got  very  thinck  with  anybody. 
They  do  say  that  he  struck  an  awful  rich  lode  while  pros¬ 
pectin’  one  day,  arter  he’d  only  been  out  here  a  few  weeks, 
an’  since  that  time  he  acted  as  though  he  didn’t  want  to 
mix  with  any  of  us.”  , 

“I  see.  Well,  he  passed  in  his  chips  this  morning.  We 
happened  along  just  as  the  breath  was  leaving  him.  He 
told  us  that  Bruce  Budd  had  followed  him  out  of  town 
and  shot  him.” 

“Well,  I  reckon  Bruce  Budd  wouldn’t  be  any  too  good 
to  do  it,”  and  the  man  looked  around  to  see  who  heard  him 
make  the  remark. 

He  must  have  been  satisfied  that  none  of  the  villain’s 
friends  were  there,  for  he  went  on : 

“Jim  Mitchell  was  hangin’  around  ther  big  town  over 
here,  which  is  Boulder,  yer  know,  for  ther  past  week  or 
two.  I  don’t  know  whether  he  left  ther  town  this  mornin’, 
or  not.” 

“He  did  leave  it,  and  he  left  the  world  soon  after  from 
the  effects  of  a  bullet  fired  by  an  assassin.” 

“An’  he  said  Bruce  Budd  was  ther  one  what  done  it?” 

“Yes.” 

“Well,  you  kin  gamble  that  it  is  so,  then,  for  Jim  Mitch¬ 
ell  wasn’t  ther  man  to  tell  a  lie  at  any  time,  let  alone 
when  he  wa3  dyin’.  Are  yer  goin’  to  make  Budd  swing 

for  it?” 

“I  proinised  his  dying  victim  to  look  out  for  him.” 

“An’  you  will,  too,  I  s’pose?” 

“Yes;  in  both  ways.” 

“Well,  he  are  a  dangerous  man.  They  do  say  that  it 
v/a-;  ther  first  time  he  was  made  to  drop  his  shooter  when 
vo  j  got  ther  drop  on  him,  thi.s  noon.” 

“That  might  be.  But  I  have  got  the  drop  on  much 
swifter  scoundrels  than  he  is,  I  am  quite  sure.  He  started 
r.  o  \>>y.  a  row  the  moment  we  rode  up.  We  had  Mitch- 


carne  across  the  horse.  Then  I  asked  him  if  he  was  Bruce 
Budd,  and  the  trouble  started.” 

“I  see.  Well,  if  you  an’  your  friends  need  any  one  to 
give  you  a  lift  while  you  are  around  these  diggin’s  jest  call 
on  me.  You’ll  find  I  ain’t  ther  worst  kind  of  a  feller,  if  I 
do  say  it  myself.” 

“Thank  you,  Mr. - ” 

“No  mister  about  it.  Jest  plain  Shadder.  That’s  my 
name,  an’  it’s  good  enough.” 

“All  right.  Thank  you,  Shadow.” 

“I  don’t  need  any  thinkin’,  but  I  want  to  tell  you  that  I 
am  awful  glad  you  have  come  here,  for  it  sorter  strikes  me 
that  you  might  do  some  good  in  these  parts.  Things  ain’t 
goin’  on  jest  as  they  ought  to  go.  There’s  too  many  men 
been  robbed  lately  to  make  it  a  payin’  business  to  dig  out 
nuggets  an’  dust.  Now  you’ve  got  it,  an’  ther  next  minute 
you  ain’t.” 

“Well,  I  did  not  intend  to  stop  very  long  here,  but  I 
think  we  will  put  a  week  in,  anyhow.  We  were  taking  a 
little  trip  over  the  mountains  more  for  the  benefit  of  the 
delicate  young  lady  we  have  with  us  than  anything  else. 
The  air  of  these  parts  is  good  for  weak  lungs,  and  as  the 
young  lady  is  engaged  to  be  married  to  a  chum  of  mine, 
I  am  anxious  to  see  her  recover  her  health.” 

“Keep  her  out  of  doors  a  good  deal,  an’  make  her  rough 
it  a  little.  That  will  do  her  more  good  than  anything  else. 
Why,  do  you  knowr  one  thing !  When  I  come  here  I  was 
twenty  pounds  lighter  than  I  am  now,  an’  I  expected  I  was 
goin’  to  die  afore  I  got  here.  But  I’ve  picked  right  up, 
an’  though  I’m  still  a  shadder,  I  don’t  feel  an  ache  or  pain.” 

“Well,  it  don’t  seem  possible  that  you  were  ever  that 
much  lighter  in  weight,”  and  Wild  smiled,  for  the  man 
was  certainly  very  thin. 

“But  I  was,  though,  as  anybody  who  was  here  when  I 
landed  here  from  Michigan  kin  tell  yer.  You  take  my  ad¬ 
vice,  an’  make  this  gal  you  was  talkin’  about  rough  it  a 
little  in  ther  open  air.  It  will  do  her  no  end  of  good.” 

Our  hero  thought  the  advice  good,  and  he  meant  to  see 
that  it  was  acted  upon. 

After  they  had  got  pretty  well  acquainted  with  the  men 
around  the  hotel,  our  friends  retired  to  a  private  apart¬ 
ment,  and  then  Wild  brought  out  the  belt  Charlie  had 
taken  from  the  dead  man. 

With  the  point  of  his  knife  he  ripped  the  stitches  from 
the  strip  of  buckskin  that  was  sewed  to  it,  and  a  long, 
folded  paper  was  disclosed. 

But  that  was  not  all,  either! 

Under  the  paper,  folded  lengthwise,  were  five  one  thou- 
sand-dollar  bills. 

“Gee!”  cried  Charlie,  “ther  poor  feller  was  putty  well 
fixed,  too!” 

“It  is  a  shame  that  he  had  to  be  killed  just  as  he  had 
made  up  his  mind  to  leave  the  place,”  spoke  up  Arietta. 
“That  money  would  have  started  him  in  business  some¬ 
where,  and  he  could  have  lived  in  comfort  the  rest  of  his 
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tell  us  that  he  had  no  relatives,  so  I  suppose  the  money  be¬ 
longs  to  us,  as  he  gave  us  the  belt.” 

“We  don’t  need  it,”  remarked  Jim. 

“Well,  we  won't  give  it  to  Bruce  Budd,  that  is  cer¬ 
tain.” 

“Oh,  no!”  exclaimed  all  hands  in  a  breath. 

“Well,  the  poor  fellow  must  certainly  have  told  the 
truth  when  he  said  he  had  no  relatives  that  he  knew  of. 
That  being  the  case,  we  are  in  duty  bound  to  take  the 
money.  But  I  tell  you  what  we  will  do  with  it.  We  will 
use  it  to  build  a  church  in  Weston.  That  is  about  the  best 
use  I  think  we  can  put  it  to.” 

“Good!” 

“We  will  ride  over  to  Boulder  this  afternoon  and  deposit 
it  in  the  bank,  so  it  will  be  safe.” 

“That’s  it.” 

“That  being  settled,  we  will  now  look  at  the  paper  here. 
That  seemed  to  be  of  more  worth  to  the  dying  man  than 
anything  else,  since  he  spoke  of  the  chart,  and  not  the 
money.” 

Young  Wild.  West  carefully  unfolded  the  paper. 

It  was  a  sheet  of  what  is  called  legal  cap,  and  when  it 
had  been  smoothed  out  on  the  table  before  the  six,  they  saw 
that  it  contained  a  rather  roughly  drawn  chart. 
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But  Wild  soon  was  able  to  make  it  out  as  plainly  as 
though  it  had  been  a  map  of  the  town  in  which  he  lived. 

Both  Boulder,  and  the  mining  camp  called  North  Bould¬ 
er,  were  marked  down  plainly. 

Two  lines  which  ran  toward  each  other  until  they  com¬ 
posed  a  pyramid  started  from  each  of  the  places,  and 
ended  at  a  place  that  was  marked  “Deep  gully  ;•  nine  feet  to 
the  right  of  where  the  brook  flows  underground  is  a  big 
black  rock.  A  crowbar  will  move  this  from  mouth  of  cave. 
Rich  vein  of  virgin  gold  here.” 

Then  followed  a  minute  description  of  how  to  get  to  the 
place,  but  our  friends  had  already  seen  enough  to  convince 
them  that  they  could  find  the  spot  without  looking  at  the 
chart  again. 

“Whew!”  exclaimed  Young  Wild  West,  when  they  had 
carefully  gone  over  it.  “I  guess  we  have  struck  a  streak 
of  luck !  It  seems  that  we  are  going  to  have  something 
more  than  a  good  time  traveling  over  the  mountains  of 
Colorado.  Here  we  are  right  in  the  most  healthful  part  of 
the  State,  where  Eloise  can  get  the  pure  air,  while  the  rest 
of  us  dig  out  a  million  in  gold!” 

“No  so  much  as  a  million,  I  guess,”  laughed  the  boy’s 
sweetheart. 

“I  don't  know  about  that,”  spoke  up  Cheyenne  Charlie. 
“I  wouldn't  be  surprised  if  there  was  more  than  a  million 
there.  It  seems  to  me  that  accordin’  to  ther  dvin*  fellers 
-lory  an’  this  chart,  there  ought  to  be  no  end  of  gold  there 
in  that  cave.  When  are  you  goin’  to  hunt  this  place  up. 
Wild?” 

“We  will  start  out  to-morrow  morning.”  was  the  reply. 
“Wo  won’t,  be  long  in  finding  it,  since  it  is  not  over  four 


The  private  room  in  which  our  friends  had  gathered  to 
open  the  belt  overlooked  the  rear  yard  of  the  hotel. 

There  was  a  single  window  there,  and  as  Young  Wild 
West  folded  the  paper  and  placed  it  in  the  flat  wallet  he 
carried  in  an  inner  pocket  of  his  silk  shirt,  he  suddenly 
caught  sight  of  a  moving  shadow  outside. 

Instantly  he  was  at  the  window  and  peering  out. 

He  was  just  in  time  to  catch  sight  of  a  rapidly  disap¬ 
pearing  man. 

“Some  one  has  been  spying  on  us,”  he  said.  “I'll  see 
who  he  was.” 

Out  of  the  window  he  sprang,  and  revolver  in  hand,  he 
made  in  the  direction  he  had  last  seen  the  form. 

Charlie  and  Jim  followed  him,  but  search  as  they  might, 
they  could  not  see  a  sign  of  a  human  being. 

Nor  could  they  hear  the  sounds  of  footsteps  in  any 
direction. 

“That  is  rather  mvsterious,”  observed  our  hero,  when 
they  entered  the  house  again.  “But  I  don't  know  as  it 
matters  much.  That  rich  lode  of  gold  belongs  to  us,  and 
that  settles  it.  We  will  stake’ out  a  claim  there,  and  then 
I  would  like  to  see  che  gang  that  will  be  able  to  drive  us 
out !” 


CHAPTER  III. 

BRUCE  BUDD  AND  HIS  GANG. 


When  Bruce  Budd  rode  away  from  the  hotel  at  North 
Boulder  he  was  one  of  the  most  discomfited  men  that  had 
ever  turned  his  face  from  the  spot. 

Brutal  by  nature  he  had  developed  a  reckless,  dominating 
spirit  that  had  carried  him  through  all  sorts  of  stages, 
and  he  had  at  length  become  what  he  thought  was  invincible 
in  the  art  of  bossing  those  of  his  fellow  men  who  chanced 
to  disagree  with  him. 

And  then  just  as  he  was  about  to  teach  what  he  called 
an  upstart  of  a  boy  a  lesson,  to  be  brought  down  from  his 
pinnacle  before  a  whole  crowd  was  humiliating,  not  to  say 
maddening,  to  him. 


But  one  thing  about  the  man  he  could  hold  his  tem- 
per  in  check. 

He  managed  to  do  this  when  he  found  he  was  but  as 
a  mouse  is  to  a  cat  in  the  boy’s  hands,  and  he  made  the  best 


of  it  and  got  away  as  soon  as  possible. 

But  at  every  step  his  horse  took  he  Was  breathing  ven¬ 
geance  on  Young  Wild  West, 

“1  11  lix  this  \  oung  Wild  West,”  he  muttered  for  the 
hundredth  time,  as  he  rode  into  the  town  of  Boulder  and 
leined  in  his  horse  before  a  low  drinking  and  iraiublinsj 
resort.  “1  11  fix  him,  or  my  name  ain't  Bruce  Budd.” 

The  place  he  had  pulled  up  at  was  one  of  many  of  its 
kind  in  the  rapidly  growing  mining  town,  only  that  it  was 
much  more  vile  than  any  of  the  rest 

Dark  stories  were  told  about  the  “Cloven  Hoof.”  which 
was  the  name  the  saloon,  went  by. 


the  stories  worn  in  nm*  wnv  . 
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Build  had  no  sooner  discounted  when  a  man  came  and 
took  his  horse  and  led  it  to  the  rear  of  the  place  where  the 

arable  was  located. 

The  villain  walked  in  with  the  air  of  one  who  held  the 
controlling  interest  in  things  in  general,  and  when  he 
stepped  up  to  the  bar  he  was  greeted  warmly  by  the  half 
a  dozen  men  in  the  room. 

‘'Hello,  Bruce!  What  are  yer  lookin’  so  glum  about ?” 
said  the  brutal-looking  man  behind  the  bar.  * 

“I  ain't  lookin'  mad,  am  I?”  was  the  reply.  “Give  me1 
some  fluid  lightning,  an'  be  quick  about  it,  Bob  !” 

Bob  hastened  to  put  out  a  bottle  and  glass,  and  after 
he  had  swallowed  a  quantity  of  the  fiery  stuff  Bud  turned  i 
to  the  men  and  asked  them  to  have  a  drink. 

They  seemed  to  be  waiting  for  just  such  an  invitation, 
for  with  one  accord  they  stepped  up  to  the  bar  and  par¬ 
took  of  the  contents  of  the  bottle. 

Budd  also  drank,  making  it  two  to  their  one. 

Then  he  wiped  his  mouth  and  looked  at  the  men  ^r  a 
moment,  glancing  at  each  one  separately. 

The  result  was  that  one  by  one,  they  left  the  bar,  going 
\  into  a  hallway  and  then  down  a  flight  of  stairs  to  the 

f  cellar. 

When  they  were  all  out  but  the  man  behind  the  bar, 
Budd  followed  them. 

The  cellar  beneath  the  saloon  was  a  remarkably  dry  one, 
and  had  a  high  ceiling. 

It  was  entirely  devoid  of  windows,  and  two  doors  had  j 
to  be  opened  before  it  could  be  entered. 

The  first  was  a  common  door,  such  as  would  be  apt  to  be  j 
there,  but  the  second,  which  was  only  a  foot  from  it,  was  of 
—  heavy  oak,  and  had  an  old-fashioned  brass  knocker  at¬ 
tached  to  it. 

Bruce  Budd  did  not  have  to  knock  for  admittance, 
though,  for  the  two  doors  were  ajar  as  he  came  down  the' 
stairs,  and  one  <§f  the  men  who  had  preceded  him  stood  there  j 

to  admit  him. 

When  he  got  inside  he  found  the  cellar  lighted  by  a 
hanging  oil-lamp,  which,  though  it  made  light  enough  in 
the  center,  cast  gloomy  shadows  in  the  corners. 

Around  the  room  was  a.  single  row  of  benches,  and  in 
the  center  beneath  the  lamp  was  a  table  with  a  chair  be¬ 
fore  it. 

“Close  the  door!”  exclaimed  Budd,  taking  a  seat  in  the 
chair  and  removing  his  hat. 

The  command  was  obeyed  immediately. 

“Men,”  observed  the  villain,  “I  have  some  news.” 
“What  is  it,  Cap?”  inquired  one  of  them. 

“Jim  Mitchell  did  not  get  away  from  us  this  morning, 
after  all.” 

The  men  looked  surprised. 

“He  dropped  soon  after  I  give  him  that  last  bullet,  and 
Wore  he  died  a  party  of  three  fellers  an’  three  females 
come  along,  an’  he  told  ’em  who  shot  him,  an’  1  guess, 

what  fur.” 

At  this  the  men  looked  at  each  other,  and  shrugged  their 

>- boulders. 


“Did  you  see  ther  people  what  he  told  it  to.  Cap?” 
asked  one  of  them. 

“Yes;  I  was  on  ther  stoop  of  ther  Nugget  Hotel  when 
they  come  up,  with  Mitchell’s  horse  with  ’em.  What  do 
yer  think  happened  then,  boys?” 

“What?”  came  from  them  all  at  once. 

“I  started  to  pick  a  row  with  ther  leader  of  this  crowd, 
an’  though  he  was  only  a  boy,  he  got  ther  best  of  me  an’ 
made  me  drop  my  shooter.” 

“What!”  and  the  half  a  dozen  rascally  fellows  looked 
aghast. 

“That’s  what  he  done,”  went  on  Budd.  “I  ain’t  afraid 
to  own  up  to  it.  “He  is  ther  quickest  feller  I  ever  faced. 
He  told  me  that  his  name  is  Young  Wild  West,  an’  he 
told  me  that  I  had  better  look  out  for  myself,  an’  all  that,” 

“An’  you  come  on  over  here?” 

“Yes;  but  Cherry  staid  oveg  there.  He’ll  know  more 
about  these  people  than  I  do  when  he  comes  over.  That 
Young  Wild  West  told  me  right  to  my  face  that  it  was  me 
what  shot  Jim  Mitchell,  an’  when  he  said  it  I  could  see  that 
he  was  full,  of  grit  an’  wouldn’t  hesitate  to  drop  me.  He 
got  ther  best  of  me,  but  now  it  will  come  our  turn  to  git 
ther  best  of  him.  It  is  more  than  likely  that  if  his  crowd 
found  Mitchell  as  he  was  dyiri  he  has  told  ’em  where 
that  wonderful  gold  mine  is.  If  he  has  they  will  certainly 
hunt  it  up.  Then  we  will  stand  a  much  better  show  of 
findin’  where  it  is  than  we  did  with  Mitchell,  ’cause  he  was 
only  one,  an’  never  went  near  it  any  time  when  we  was 
watchin’.  We’ll  jest  lay  low  till  we  findrit,  an’  then  I’ll 
give  Young  Wild  West  what  I  give  Mitchell.  That  will  be 
my  revenge  on  him.” 

t  * 

“But,  Cap,”  observed  one  of  the  villains,  “if  this  boy 
is  so  soon  with  his  shooter,  mightn’t  it  be  that  he  would 
drop  you  afore  you  could  fetch  him.  Such  fellers  as  you 
say  he  is  ain’t  likely  to  be  caught  nappin’,  you  know.” 

“I’ll  take  my  chances  with  him,  or  anybody  else,  for  that 
matter.  You  all  ought  to  know  what  kind  of  a  man  I  am 
by  this  time.” 

“We  do,  Cap!  There  ain’t  your  match  in  ther  world, 
not  when  it  comes  to  fightin’!”  cried  the  fellow,  who  had 
been  in  charge  of  the  door. 

“You  bet!”  said  the  others  in  unison. 

Bruce  Budd  smiled  in  a  satisfied  manner. 

He  felt  that  his  men  were  sincere,  and  that  was  a  thing 
for  him  to  be  proud  of. 

“Boys,”  he  remarked,  a  moment  later,  “we’ve  got  to  start 
in  to-morrer  mornin’  an’  hunt  for  Mitchell’s  gold  mine. 
It  must  be  a  dandy  lode,  ’cause  you  know  when  a  vein  of 
gold  is  struck  in  this  wicinity  it  always  are  a  good  one. 
There’s  so  much  silver  and  copper  around  here  that  when 
you  do  find  gold  it  is  either  in  very  small  quantities  or  else 
big  ones.  We’ve  been  tryin’  to  find  where  Mitchell’s  mine 
is  for  a  good  while,  an’  ther  fool  was  so  scared  that  we 
would  find  it  that  he  stopped  work  in’  anywhere  around  it, 
I  s’pose.  He’d  rather  it  would  go  to  waste  than  share  it 
with  any  one,  unless  he  has  told  this  Young  Wild  West 
an’  his  gang  where  it  was.  I  think  he  has,  boys.  A  dyin’ 


man  is  apt  to  tell  sich  things  as  that,  you  know.  Anyhow, 
we  kin  tell  to-morrer  mornin’,  for  if  we  see  ther  boy  an’  his 
pards  lookin’  around,  you  kin  bet  they  will  be  huntin’  for 
Jim  Mitchell’s  lode!” 

“Good!”  came  from  all  hands. 

“That’s  what  I  brought  you  down  here  for,  boys.  They 
say  walls  have  ears,  but  we  know  when  we  are  in  ther  cellar 
of  ther  Cloven  Hoof  there’s  no  one  kin  hear  what  we  say 
unless  they  are  here  with  us.  Now,  see  ther  rest  of  ther 
gang  an’  tell  ’em  to  meet  me  at  ther  waterfall  to-morrer 
momin’  at  seven.” 

The  villains  present  promised  to  do  this,  and  then  the 
meeting,  which  had  been  a  short  one,  broke  up. 

Some  of  them  left  the  saloon  as  they  went  upstairs,  and 
others  went  into  the  barroom. 

Among  the  latter  was  Bruce  Budd. 

He  wanted  to  have  a  talk  with  Bob,  the  proprietor  of 
the  place,  who,  as  might  be  supposed,  was  also  a  member 
of  the  gang. 

This  man,  in  fact,  was  the  treasurer,  and  it  was  he  who 
lured  the  victims,  who  chanced  to  enter  the  place,  to  their 
death,  so  that  they  might  be  easily  robbed  of  the  money 
and  valuables  they  chanced  to  possess. 

The  two  were  soon  in  a  whispered  conversation  at  the 
end  of  the  bar. 

“What  is  up  that  you  'called  ther  men  downstairs?” 
asked  Bob. 

“I  wanted  to  tell  them  to  be  ready  to  jine  me  in  huntin’ 
for  Jim  Mitchell’s  gold  to-morrer  mornin’,”  was  the  reply. 

“Why,  have  you  found  a  clew  as  to  where  it  is?” 

“Well,  not  exactly.  But  I  shot  Mitchell  this  mornin’ 
as  he  was  leavin’  town,  an’  a  little  later  he  died,  after  tellin’ 
some  people  he  met  on  ther  trail  who  it  was  shot  him.  I 
reckon  he  must  have  told  ’em  about  ther  lode,  too.” 

“Tell  me  all  about  it,”  and  the  saloon-keeper  became 
very  much  interested. 

Budd  did  so,  not  omitting  what  had  occurred  when  he 
came  face  to  face  with  Young  Wild  West. 

Bob  was  very  much  surprised. 

He  had  known  of  Bruce  Budd’s  wonderful  nerve  and 
reckless  daring  for  a  long  time,  and  in  that  time  had  never 
heard  of  his  being  humiliated,  alone  or  before  a  crowd. 

And  the  fact  of  the  desperate  man  admitting  that  a  boy 
had  got  the  best  of  him  made  is  still  stranger  to  him. 

Bob  scratched  his  head  thoughtfully. 

“This  youngster  must  be  a  wonder,”  he  remarked. 

“  Mebbe  he  is,”  was  the  retort. 

“But  you’ll  fix  him,  if  he  crosses  you  again.” 

“You  kin  bet  yer  boots  I  will!”  and  Budd  stroked  his 
bushy,  red  whiskers  viciously. 

A  few  minutes  later  he  went  into  another  room  and  got 
his  dinner. 

Then  some  of  the  gang  came  back,  and  he  sat  down  to 
play  cards  with  them. 

lie  was  waiting  anxiously  for  his  man,  called  Cherry, 
to  come. 

This  man  was  his  trusted  lieutenant,  and  being  a  shrewd 


fellow,  Budd  thought  he  woulj  bring  some  information 
concerning  Young  Wild  West  when  he  came. 

It  was  getting  well  toward  the  middle  of  the  afternoon 
when  Cherry  rode  up  to  the  door  of  the  Cloven  Hoof,  and 
dismounted. 

Bruce  Budd  knew  the  man’s  step  when  he  entered  the 
door,  and  at  once  got  up  from  the  card  table. 

Cherry,  who  was  a  very  small  man,  weighing  scarcely  a 
hundred  pounds,  at  once  went  out  into  the  hall  and  de¬ 
scended  the  steps  to  the  cellar. 

He  was  followed  by  the  captain  of  the  rascally  gang  of 
plunderers. 

Not  until  they  were  in  the  cellar  did  the  new  arrival 
open  his  mouth. 

Then  he  said : 

“Well,  Bruce,  I  stayed  over  there  long  enough  to  find 
out  somethin’.” 

“Good!  I  thought  you’d  do  that,  Cherry.” 

“Yes.  My!  didn’t  that  youngster  show  quickness  when 
he  told  you  to  drop  your  shooter?” 

“He  sartinly  did,”  and  Budd  shrugged  his  shoulders,  as 
though  the  thought  of  the  occurrence  was  not  exactly 
pleasant  to  him. 

“Well,  you  done  jest  what  you  oughter — you  moped.  It 
wouldn’t  have  done  for  you  to  have  stayed,  I’m  sartin  it 
wouldn't.  That  young  feller  meant  business,  an’  ther  tall 
man  an’  ther  boy  with  him  both  acted  as  though  they  was 
jest  anxious  to  see  a  game  of  shoot  start  up.  They’d  have 
slayed  things  if  they’d  got  started,  Bruce,  I  feel  sartin  that 
they  would.” 

“Never  mind  that!”  retorted  the  red-whiskered  villain, 
a  trifle  peevishly.  “What  did  you  find  out  after  I  come 
away  ?” 

“I  found  out  that  they  know  jest  where  Jim  Mitchell’s 
mine  is.” 

“How  did  you  find  it  out?” 

“I  listened  under  ther  winder  of  ther  room  they  was 
in.” 

“You  did?” 

“Yes.” 

“Bully  for  you,  Cherry!” 

“  Oh !  I  knows  a  thing  or  two,  even  if  I  are  a  little  under¬ 
size.” 

“You  bet  you  do.” 

“My  brain  is  big  enough,  if  my  body  ain’t  quite  what  it 
oughter  be.” 

“That’s  right,  Cherry.” 

“An  I  never  allows  a  person  to  be  any  smarter  than  I 
am.” 

“Bight  you  are,”  retorted  Budd,  who  was  anxious  to  hear 
what  the  man  had  to  say,  but  felt  in  duty  bound  to  let  him 
have  his  own  way  about  telling  it. 

“  I  was  watchin’  ther  six  of  ’em  putty  near  every  minute 
after  you  got  out.  I  kept  kinder  out  of  sight,  but  1  had 
both  my  eyes  an*  cars  open.” 

“\es;  but  what  did  you  learn?” 

V 

“One  thing  1  come  to  ther  conclusion  to  right  at  ther 
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was  that  ther  gal  with  ther  golden  hair  is  about  ther 
puttiest  I've  ever  seen,  Bruce.” 

“Yes;  but  how  about  Jim  Mitchell’s  mine?” 

Budd  was  getting  more  impatient  every  moment. 

“That  gal  is  jest  my  ideal,  Bruce,”  went  on  Cherry,  ig¬ 
noring  the  question.  “If  I  knowed  of  a  way  to  make  her 
fall  in  love  with  me  I'd  give  all  I  own  in  ther  world !” 

“ You're  a  fool.  Cherry!”  exclaimed  Budd,  in  a  tone  of 
disgust. 

“Mebbe  I  am,  Bruce,  “but  I  ain’t  ther  only  one.  You 
don’t  remember  ther  gal  you  fell  in  love  with  once,  I 
s'pose?” 

“See  here!  Jest  let  ther  gal  business  drop  for  a  while. 
What  I  want  to  know  is  what  you  found  out  about  Jim 
Mitchell’s  mine.” 

“Well,  I’m  tryin’  to  tell  yer,  but  yer  won’t  let  me,  it 
seems.” 

I  r- 

“Yes;  I  will  let  you.  Go  ahead,  now.  Leave  ther  gal 
with  ther  golden  hair  till  afterwards.  She  kin  wait,  1 
reckon.  ’Tain’t  golden  hair  what  we  are  after  now;  it’s 
ther  gold  itself,  an’  plenty  of  it.  Now,  then,  what  did  you 
find  out?”  and  the  villain  brought  his  fist  down  upon  the 
■  table  to  emphasize  his  words. 

“Well,”  said  Cherry,  getting  down  to  business,  “  I  lis¬ 
tened  under  ther  winder  an’  I  heard  ’em  talkin’  about 
openin’  a  belt  that  Mitchell  had  given  ’em  when  he  was 
dyin’.  They  ripped  ther  thing  open,  an’  I  could  hear  ther 
stitches  give  wray  when  they  done  it.” 

“Yes.” 

“What  do  yer  s’pose  they  found  in  ther  belt?” 

“What?” 

“  Five  one  thousand-dollar  bills,  an’  a  chart  of  ther  place 
where  there’s  millions  in  gold !” 

“'Get  out!”  cried  Bruce  Budd,  jumping  excitedly  from 
his  chair. 

“That’s  jest  wdiat  they  found,”  declared  the  little  man. 
“  Oh !  if  we’d  onlv  known  that  Jim  Mitchell  had  that  belt 
on  this  mornin’,”  and  Budd  began  walking  excitedly  up 
and  down  the  cellar. 

“Yes;  if  we’d  only  known  it.  But  we  didn’t,  you  see. 
If  we’d  only  knowed  that  Mitchell  was  leavin’  Boulder^for 
good,  we  might  have  suspected  that  he  had  somethin’  with 
him  that  was  w'orth  gittin’  hold  of;  but  we  didn’t,  you 

See.” 

“Too  bad — too  bad!” 

“Well,  Bruce,  I’ll  go  ahead  with  my  .story.  I  waited 
tinder  ther  winder  long  enough  to  find  out  that  they  was 
goin’  to  use  ther  five  thousand  to  put  up  a  church  buildin’ 
somewhere,  an’  that  they  was  cornin’  over  here  to  deposit 
ther  money  in  ther  bank  this  afternoon.  Then  to-morrer 
mornin’  they  are  goin’  to  open  up  ther  mine  that  Jim 
Mitchell  give  to  them.  They  know  jest  where  it  is,  ’cause 
they’ve  got  a  chart  that’s  plain  as  day.” 

“An’  they’re  goin’  to  ther  place  to-morrer  mornin’?” 

“Yes!  that’s  what  they  said.” 

“An’  they’re  goin’  to  bring  over  ther  five  thousand  to 


“That’s  as  sure  as  you’re  born.” 

“Well,  we’ve  got  to  git  ther  five  thousand  first,  then.” 

Cherry  shook  his  head. 

“I  wouldn’t  bother  with  that,  at  all,  Bruce,”  he  said. 

“Why  wouldn’t  yer?” 

“  ’Cause  if  we  was  to  tackle  ’em  an’  git  ther  five  thou¬ 
sand  away  from  ’em,  we  might  lose  all  chance  of  findin’ 
where  ther  gold  is.” 

“How  would  we  lose  all  chance?” 

“Well,  they  might  hire  a  gang  of  men  an’  station  ’em 
around  so’s  we  couldn’t  git  anywhere  near  ’em  when  they 
got  ter  workin’  ther  lode.  That  would  be  one  way,  an’ 
another  way  would  be  that  we  might  have  to  shoot  ’em 
afore  wTe  robbed  ’em,  an’  then  we’d  never  find  ther  chart, 
anyhow.  ’Tain’t  likely  Y^oung  Wild  West  is  fool  enough 
to  carry  that  chart  around  with  him,  ’specially  when  he’s 
ridin’  over  here.  You  kin  bet  yer  life  he’ll  hide  that  wThere 
no  one  but  him  an’  his  friends  knows  where  it  is.” 

The  leader  of  the  gang  thought  a  moment,  and  then 
said : 

“Well,  mebbe  you’re  right,  Cherry.  If  you  hadn’t  been 
sich  a  brainy  chap  I’d  never  made  yer  my  lieutenant.  I’ll 
do  as  you  say  in  this  case.  Still,  five  thousand  dollars  is 
five  thousand  dollars. 

“I  know  that,  Bruce,  as  well  as  you  do.  A  million  in 
gold  is  a  million  in  gold,  too.” 

“That  settles  it.” 

“I  thought  it  would,  Bruce.” 

“Yes;  you’ve  got  ther  brains  an’  I’ve  got  ther  nerve.” 

“An’  Young  Wild  West  seems  to  have  a  good  supply  of 
both.” 

“Well,  he  won’t  have  neither  of  them  things  when  I  git 
through  with  him.” 

“I  reckon  not,”  and  the  little  man  nodded  as  though  he 
thought  it  a  sure  thing. 

“We  will  size  up  these  fellers  when  they  come  over  to 
ther  bank.” 

“Yes.” 

“They  might  be- here  now,  for  all  we  know.” 

“I  wouldn’t  be  surprised.” 

The  two  villains  now  went  upstairs  and  out  into  the 
barroom. 

A  number  of  their  own  gang  were  there,  but  there  were 
other  miners  and  residents  of  the  town  who  had  gathered 
there,  too. 

The  Cloven  Hoof  was  not  patronized  alone  by  the  gang 
of  a  dozen  that  held  forth  in  the  cellar. 

All  sorts  of  characters  came  in. 

There  were  some  strangers  there  now,  and  Bruce  Budd 
carefully  sized  them  up. 

If  he  thought  there  was  any  one  there  who  had  a  large 
sum  of  money,  plans  would  be  promptly  laid  to  get  it  from 
him. 

While  he  was  looking  around  three  more  came  into  the 
place. 

They  were  Young  Wild  West,  Cheyenne  Charlie  and  Jim 
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Bruce  Budd  turned  a  trifle  pale,  and  showed  signs  of 
being  uneasy. 

With  all  his  boastful  talk  he  was  afraid  of  the  dashing 
boy  with  the  flowing  chestnut  hair. 


CHAPTER  IY. 

OUR  FRIENDS  AT  BOULDER. 

It  was  decided  that  all  of  our  friends  should  ride  over 
to  Boulder  and  visit  the  bank. 

They  ordered  their  horses  to  be  brought  out,  and  then 
telling  the  landlord  that  they  would  be  back  in  time  for 
supper,  mounted  and  rode  off. 

The  distance  being  only  three  miles  they  went  along  at 
an  easy  pace,  taking  in  the  beauties  of  the  wild  mountain 
scenery  as  they  went. 

Young  Wild  West  took  pains  to  tell  them  what  the  man 
who  went  by  the  name  of  Shadow  had  told  him,  and  though 
they  laughed,  he  impressed  it  on  the  mind  of  Eloise  that 
he  bplieved  what  the  thin  man  said. 

“All  right,”  she  retorted,  with  a  laugh.  “I  will  do  just 
as  you  say.  I  really  feel  better  since  we  have  got  in  this 
part  of  the  country.” 

“Well,  Eloise,  you  never  were  what  any  one  could  call 
real  sick,  anyway,”  spoke  up  Arietta,  who  always  had  a 
way  of  saying  encouraging  things.  “You  need  a  little  ex¬ 
citement  and  plenty  of  outdoor  life,  as  the  Shadow  said. 
Look  at  me !  Do  you  suppose  I  would  be  so  healthy  looking 
if  I  had  not  spent  so  much  of  my  time  out  of  doors?  And 
look  at  Anna !  When  she  first  came  to  Weston  she  was 
more  of  a  shadow  than  anything  else.  Now  she  will  weigh 
one  hundred  and  fifty  pounds,  if  she  weighs  an  ounce.” 

“Not  quite  so  heavy  as  that,”  laughed  Cheyenne  Charlie’s 
wife. 

“Well,  Anna,  how  far  is  Et  out  of  the  way  on  the  liun- 
dred  and  fifty  pounds?”  Wild  asked. 

“Well,  I  got  weighed  at  the  store  in  Weston  two  weeks 
ago,  and  I  only  weighed  a  hundred  and  forty-eight,”  was 
the  reply. 

This  made  every  one  laugh,  and  before  they  got  to  Bould¬ 
er  they  agreed  to  get  weighed,  just  for  the  fun  of  it,  as  the 
girls  said. 

Nothing  happened  on  the  way  over,  and  they  found  the 
bank  without  having  to  inquire  for  it. 

The  money  was  soon  deposited,  and  then  they  headed  for 
a  store  where  candies  and  other  delicacies  were  offered  for 
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|  girl  clerk  had  insisted  in  dusting  the  scales  he  told  Arietta 
to  step  on  the  platform. 

The  girl  unhesitatingly  did  so. 

“One  hundred  and  thirty-four!”  called  out  Jim,  who 
had  dropped  on  his  knees,  so  he  could  make  out  the  figures 
readily. 

“That’s  pretty  good,  isn’t  it?”  remarked  Arietta,  as  she 
stepped  from  the  scales.  “Now,  Wild,  you  go  next.” 

All  right,”  answered  the  young  dead-shot,  and  he  did  so. 

“One  hundred  and  forty-nine,”  said  Jim. 

“Well,  that  is  about  my  average.)  I  guess  these  scales 
are  accurate.  Now,  Eloise.” 

Jim’s  sweetheart  stepped  up  rather  timidly,  and  waited 
for  him  to  get  the  balance. 

“Ninety-nine!”  he  said.  “Well,  that  isn’t  so  bad,  after 
all.  Your  build  is  slender.” 

Eloise  appeared  to  be  very  well  satisfied. 

“She  will  do  well  enough,”  remarked  Wild.  “Now, 
Anna,  let’s  see  if  you  have  gained  any  since  you  left  home.” 

Anna  stepped  up  and  tipped  the  beam  at  a  hundred  and 
fifty-one. 

“She’s  only  gained  three  pounds,”  laughed  her  husband. 
“Well,  that  ain’t  so  bad.  Now,  I’ll  see  what  I  weigh.” 

“One  hundred  and  sixty-three,”  came  from  Jim, 
promptly. 

Then  he  got  on,  while  Wild  bent  down  to  see  the  figures. 

“You  weigh  just  a  hundred  and  forty-one,  Jim,”  he  said. 
“You  and  Eloise  can  pride  yourselves  on  being  the  lightest 
couple  in  the  crowd.” 

It  being  a  very  pleasant  place  in  the  store,  Wild  sug¬ 
gested  that  the  girls  remain  in  there  for  half  an  hour, 
while  they  went  around  the  town  a  bit. 

“All  right,”  said  Arietta.  “But  don’t  go  to  getting  in 
any  trouble,  now.  I  suppose  you  are  looking  for  that  man 
who  killed  the  miner?” 

“Well,  I  am,  Et.  But  if  1  find  him  I  shan’t  bother 
him,  unless  he  opens  the  game.  I'll  promise  you  that.” 

With  that  the  three  left  the  store. 

The  first  public  place  their  eyes  lighted  upon  when 
they  went  out  was  the  Cloven  Hoof. 

It  was  but  a  few  yards  down  the  street  on  the  opposite 
side,  so  they  left  their  horses  tied  where  they  "were,  and 
walked  over. 

Though  Young  Wild  West  had  an  idea  that  Bruce  Budd 
had  come  to  Boulder,  he  hardly  expected  to  find  him  in  the 
first  saloon  they  entered. 

But  there  was  the  villain  at  the  end  of  the  bar. 


sale. 

After  he  had  bought  more  sweets  than  they  could  eat  in  a 
week  Young  Wild  West  asked  the  young  lady  behind  the 
counter  where  they  could  weigh  themselves  in  town. 

“Why,  right  in  the  back  room,”  was  the  reply.  “We 
^liave  a  platform  scales.” 

“Good  enough!”  exclaimed  Charlie.  “Now,  we  will  see 
how  much  Anna  has  gained  since  she  has  been  in  the 
[  mountains  of  Colorado.” 


Y  ild  decided  not  to  have  anything  to  say  to  him,  or 
even  act  as  though  lie  recognized  him,  so  lie  simplv  led 
the  way  to  the  bar  and  asked  for  cigars  for  himself  and 
companions. 

But  he  was  keeping  a  watch  on  Budd  all  the  time. 

He  knew  the  villain  must  surelv  be  itching  to  get  a 
chance  at  him. 

But  though  Budd  certainly  would  liked  to  have  got 
square  with  the  boy,  ho  was  not  eoiiu*  to  try  it  just  then. 


* 
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heard  one  of  the  strangers  address  Young  Wild  West  in  I 
an  insulting  wav. 

The  stranger  was  a  cowboy,  and  lie  had  been  drinking 
quite  heavily.  \ 

He  no  sooner  set  eyes  on  the  boy  when  he  broke  into  a 
grin,  and  catching  the  fellow  who  was  with  him  by  the 
arm.  said: 

“Look  at  ther  young  cow-puncher  what’s  jist  come  out  of 
a  bandbox,  Dan.  I’ll  bet  he's  got  cologne  on  his  hand¬ 
kerchief  !” 

“Sh!  I  wouldn't  meddle  with  him,”  was  the  reply. 

“Wouldn't  meddle  with  him,  hey?  Well,  I  reckon  that 
if  I  felt  in  ther  notion  I’d  take  him  across  my  knee  an’ 

spank  him.” 

Wild  heard  all  this  plainly,  but  he  paid  not  the  least  at¬ 
tention  to  the  remarks. 

He  was  watching  Bruce  Budd,  and  when  he  saw  the  look 
of  delight  that  shone  on  his  face  he  thought  it  was  just 
possible  that  he  had  put  the  cowboy  up  to  pick  a  muss 

with  him.  i  . 

Cheyenne  Charlie  never  liked  to  hear  his  young  friend 
insulted,  and  turning  to  Wild,  he  said,  in  a  low  tone: 

“Did  you  hear  what  that  measly  coyote  said?” 

“Yes;  I  heard  him,”  was  the  calm  rejoinder. 

“All  right,  then.  I  thought  maybe  you  didn’t.” 

“I  heard  him  well  enough,  but  so  long  as  he  does  not 
bother  me  any  more  than  that  I  shan’t  mind  him.” 

Just  then  the  cowboy,  who  was  a  big,  powerful  fellow, 
put  another  drink  of  liquor  down  his  throat,  and  then,  as 
he  wiped  his  mouth  on  his  sleeve,  he  turned  to  our  hero, 
and  exclaimed : 

“Hello,  young  feller!” 

“Hello!”  was  the  quick  reply.  “When  did  they  let  you 
out?” 

“When  did  who  let  me  out?”  and  the  cowboy  scowled 
fiercely,  striding  toward  Wild  a  couple  of  paces. 

“Your  keepers.” 

“My  keepers?” 

“Y^es;  your  keepers.” 

“See  here,  youngster,  don’t  try  to  be  too  smart,  now.  I 
don’t  allow  any  sich  whipper-snappers  as  you  to  insult 

me.” 

“Oh!”  cried  Wild,  affecting  surprise.  “You  don’t  like 
to  be  insulted,  then  ?” 

“I  guess  not!” 

“Well,  why  do  you  try  to  insult  others,  then?” 

“I  don’t.” 

The  man  was  edging  closer  all  the  time,  and  Wild  knew 
he  was  going  to  make  a  grab  for  him  pretty  soon. 

“Well,  maybe  you  don’t  know  when  you  do  insult  any 
one.  But  a  little  while  ago,  when  you  remarked  that  you 
bet  I  had  cologne  on  my  handkerchief,  you  meant  to  insult 

me.” 

“If  you  say  I  said  that  you  1 - ” 

That  was  all  he  said,  just  then,  for  a  clenched  fist 
o-> ught  hi io  squarcdy  on  the  mouth  and  cut  the  word  short. 


The  blow  was  straight  from  the  shoulder,  too,  and  when 
Young  Wild  West  delivered  it  he  meant  business. 

The  big  cowboy  staggered  like  a  buck  stricken  with  a 
bullet,  and  then  down  he  went  in  a  heap  to  the  floor. 

“You  also  told  your  friend  that  if  you  felt  in  the  no¬ 
tion,  you  would  take  me  across  your  knee  and  spank  me. 
How  about  it — do  you  feel  in  the  notion?” 

A  loud  laugh  went  up  from  those  in  the  room  as  Wild 
said  this. 

Even  Bruce  Budd  was  a  little  amused. 

The  friend  of  the  cowboy  stood  with  his  back  against  the 
bar  enjoying  it,as  much  as  any  one  present. 

“Now,  Joe,  you  see  what  you  got  for  wantin’  to  be 
smart,  don’t  you?  Do  you  want  me  to  help  you  git  up?” 

“I  guess  I  kin  git  up,”  came  the  reply  in  a  growling 
voice. 

He  got  up,  and  then,  looking  at  Young  Wild  West  for 
a  moment,  without  saying  a  word,  he  suddenly  darted  for 
him. 

Our  hero  did  not  hit  him  this  time. 

He  simply  made  one  of  those  quick  moves  of  his,  ancf 
caught  him  about  the  body.  Dp  went  the  fellow’s  heels, 
and  the  next  instant  he  was  lying  across  the  boy’s  knee, 
his  head  being  held  down  by  Wild’s  left  hand. 

Whack !  Whack !  Whack ! 

The  Young  Prince  of  the  Saddle  began  slapping  the 
cowboy  with  all  his  might. 

But  when  he  found  that  he  wase  wriggling  loose  he 
stopped  and  allowed  him  to  drop  to  the  floor. 

At  this  man,  who  was  as  mad  as  a  hornet,  reached  for 

one  of  his  revolvers. 

\  j 

“Hey,  Joe,  quit  that!”  called  out  his  friend. 

But  before  thevwords  were  out  of  his  mouth  Wild  gave 

a  kick  that  sent  the  weapon  flying  across  the  room. 

“G^t  up!”  he  sternly  commanded.  “Get  up  and  apolo¬ 
gize,  or  I’ll  fill  your  carcass  with  lead!” 

Young  Wild  AVest  now  had  his  revolver  leveled  at  the 
fellow,  and  it  was  surprising  to  see  how  quickly  he  got  on 
his  feet. 

“I  didn’t  mean  what  I  said,  young  feller,”  he  said 
meekly.  “Excuse  me,  won’t  you?” 

“You  are  excusable,”  was  the  reply.  “Now,  proceed  to 
get  the  rest  of  your  jag  aboard.  Forget  what  happened 
just  now,  and  don’t  never  bother  with  another  boy  as  long 
as  you  live.” 

The  cowboy  had  been  thoroughly  beaten,  and  swallowing 
bis  wrath  he  smiled  a  sickly  smile  and  stepped  over  to  the 
bar  by  the  side  of  his  grinning  companion. 

“You’re  what  I  call  ther  quickest  an’  grittiest  piece  of 
bone  an’  muscle  that  I’ve  sot  eyes  on  in  many  a  day!”  ob¬ 
served  the  friend  of  the  man,  stopping  the  grin  on  his  face 
and  putting  out  his  hand  in  a  friendly  way.  “Will  you 
shake,  pardner?” 

“Certainly,”  answered  Wild,  and  he  put  out  his  hand 
and  gave  him  a  grip  that  made  him  wince. 

“Youqpiiand  don’t  feel  like  a  boy’s,  1  reckon,”  he  went 


on.  “If  you  couldn’t  fool  ther  best  man  what  ever  trav¬ 
eled  these  here  parts,  my  name  ain’t  Dan  Divver!” 

“Well,”  laughed  our  hero,  “I  am  not  traveling  around 
for  the  purpose  of  fooling  any  one.  But  I  am  not  of  the 
kind  who  will  be  imposed  upon  by  anybody.  It  is  all  the 
Mime  to  mo,  whether  it  is  a  man  who  is  as  big  as  a  house, 
or  whether  he  is  only  a  dwarf.” 

As  Young  Wild  West  said  this,  Cherry,  the  lieutenant 
i  f  Bruce  Budd,  suddenly  stepped  out  into  view. 

The  boy  had  not  seen  him  before,  and  so,  of  course,  did 
not  mean  the  remark  for  his  benefit. 

The  smaller  a  man  is  the  more  “spunk”  he  will  show, 
it  seems,  and  it  was  so  in  this  case. 

If  anything  would  “rile”  Cherry,  it  was  to  hear  some 
one  cast  reflections  on  his  smallness. 

He  hopped  up  before  Wild,  and  began  waving  his  hands 
about  like  a  windmill. 

“You  think  because  I’m  small  you  kin  pick  on  me, 
Young  Wild  West!”  he  cried,  in  a  rage.  “I  want  you  to 
take  back  that  insult.  I  can’t  help  it  if  I  ain’t  as  big  as  you 
Rj*e.” 

“My  dear  sir,”  retorted  Wild,  quickly  recovering  from 
his  surprise  at  the  little  man’s  action.  “I  assure  you  that 
I  did  not  see  you  when  I  made  that  remark.  I  will  cer¬ 
tainly  apologize.” 

“Ha!  I  thought  so.  It  takes  a  little  man  like  me  to 
tame  you  down,  does  it?”  and  he  began  to  dance  wildly 
about. 

Cheyenne  Charlie  was  a  man  who,  though  cool  in  times 
of  danger,  sometimes  lost  his  temper,  and  when  Cherry 
jumped  prettly  heavily  on  his  foot  in  his  wild  antics,  the 
scout  reached  over,  and  picking  him  up  bodily,  flung  him 
over  the  bar  as  though  he  had  been  a  bundle  of  old  clothes. 

“Keep  still,  you  little  coyote!”  he  shouted.  “If  you 
come  around  here  ag’in,  I’ll  wipe  ther  bar  with  you ! 
Landlord,  we’re  all  goin’  to  drink  to  ther  health  of  Young 
Wild  West.  Set  ’em  up !” 


CHAPTER  V. 

CHERRY  MAKES  A  BREAK  TO  WIN  THE  GOLDEN-HAIRED 

GIRL. 

Cherry  landed  on  all  fours  like  a  cat,  and  just  what  he 
would  have  done,  if  the  proprietor  of  the  place  had  not 
seized  him  and  carried  him  into  the  back  room,  will  never 
be  known. 

Bruce  Budd  followed  as  quick  as  a  flash,  and  between 
the  two  of  them  they  quieted  the  little  fellow. 

They  could  not  have  succeeded  in  doing  this  if  they 
had  not  declared  again  and  again  that  they  were  certain 
that  Young  Wild  West  had  not  seen  him  when  he  made  the 
remark  about  the  large  and  small  men. 

Bob  went  back  to  attend  to  business,  and  when  Cheyenne 
Charlie  had  settled  for  the  drinks  for  all  hands,  and  fol- 
lowed  Wild  and  Jim  out  of  the  place,  he  gave  a  sigh  of 
relief. 

He  had  been  worrying  for  fear  Young  Wild  West  and  his 
partners  would  begin  to  shoot  in  his  place.  ^ 


What  had  occurred  had  been  fun  for  the  majority  of 
those  present,  and  it  is  safe  to  say  that  they  were  sorry  when 
our  three  friends  left  the  place. 

Even  the  cowboy,  who  had  been  handled  so  easily  by  the 
young  Prince  of  the  Saddle,  was  in  a  good  humor. 

He  had  forgotten  all  about  what  had  happened  to  him 
since  Cherry  had  been  flung  over  the  bar. 

Meanwhile,  Budd  had  succeeded  in  getting  his  lieutenant 
to  go  downstairs  to  the  cellar. 

He  knew  if  the  little  man  got  out  into  the  barroom  he 
would  surely  start  a  row  that  would  most  likely  end  in 
shooting  some  one. 

“You  jest  keep  cool !”  commanded  Budd.  “Only  a  little 
while  ago  you  was  advisin’  me  not  to  interfere  with  these 
people,  ’cause  it  might  hurt  our  chances  of  findin’  where 
Jim  Mitchell’s  gold  mine  is,  an’  now  you  want  to  kick  up  a 
fuss  that  might  git  us  shot.  S’pose  Young  Wild  West  an’ 
them  other  two  fellers  took  it  in  their  heads  to  let  them¬ 
selves  loose  ?  What  would  happen  ?  They  might  go  under 
after  a  while,  but  before  they  did  some  of  our  gang  would 
surely  turn  up  their  toes.  Now,  you  jest  keep  still, 
Cherry!” 

“All  right,”  was  the  muttered  reply.  “I  guess  I  did 
lose  my  head;  but  yer  can’t  make  me  believe  anything  dif¬ 
ferent  than  that  Young  Wild  West  was  makin’  fun  of  me 
’cause  I’m  so  little.” 

“An’  I’m  sure  that  he  didn’t  see  you  when  he  said  it. 
I  reckon  he  ain’t  ther  kind  what  makes  fun  of  people,  any¬ 
way.  He  don’t  seem  to  be,  to  me.  He  give  that  cowboy 
jest  what  he  deserved,  ’cause  ther  cowboy  was  tryin’  to  make 
fun  of  him.  That  boy  puts  me  in  mind  of  a  horsewhip 
with  a  bran  new  lash  on  it.  He’s  certainly  a  schorcher!” 

“I'll  make  him  think  I’m  a  good  deal  bigger  than  I  am 
afore  I  git  through  with  him,”  retorted  Cherry,  shaking  his 
head,  decisively.  “I’ll  jist  show  him  how  I  kin  steal  ther 
love  of  that  golden-haired  girl  from  him.” 

Budd  laughed  at  this. 

“You  kin  laugh  if  you  want  to,  but  I'm  goin’  to  try  an’ 
win  that  gal.” 

As  the  conceited  little  fellow  said  this  he  pulled  out  a 
pocket-mirror,  and  began  to  look  at  the  reflection  of  his 
elfish  countenance. 

Now,  it  had  happened  that  once  upon  a  time  Cherry  had 
had  his  fortune  told  by  an  Indian  squaw  on  the  Creek  Res¬ 
ervation,  and  she  had  assured  him  that  a  golden-haired  girl 
would  fall  in  love  with  him  some  day,  and  that  he  would 
surely  marry  her  and  live  happily  ever  afterward. 

Toe  little  man  had  paid  a  good  price  for  this  prediction, 
and  ever  since  that  time  had  been  waiting  for  it  to  come 
true. 

Now,  as  he  sat  looking  at  his  reflection  in  the  little 
glass,  he  became  convinced  that  the  time  had  about  ar¬ 
rived. 

True,  Arietta  Murdock  was  not  the  first  golden-haired 
girl  he  had  seen  since  he  had  his  fortune  told,  hut  as  he 
had  been  unable  to  bake  a  favorable  impresson  on  any  of 


the  others,  he  was  resolved  to  win  this  time,  or  lose  a  leg. 

“If  you  want  to  win  that  gaFs  love,”  said  Bruce  Budd, 
as  he  turned  to  leave  the  cellar,  “you  ought  to  tog  up  a  bit, 
a  a'  buy  some  sweet  soap,  tooth  brushes  air  ther  like.  If  you 
ain't  got  enough  money  to  fit  yourself  out  I’ll  lend  you 
some.” 

“I've  got  enough  for  that,”  was  the  retort. 

The  captain  had  no  sooner  gone  than  Cherry  arose  to  his 

feet. 

“Hang  it  all,”  he  muttered,  “I  ain’t  homely,  an’  if  that 
fortune  of  mine  is  cornin’  true  at  all,  it  is  now.  I’m  goin’ 
to  do  as  Bruce  said.  Then,  by  jingo !  I’ll  ride  over  to 
North  Boulder  to-night  an’  try  to  git  acquainted  with  ther 
gal.” 

A  few  minutes  later  Cherry  went  up  the  stairs  and  left 
the  house  by  the  back  way. 

Then  he  headed  for  the  street,  and  was  soon  pointing  to¬ 
ward  the  only  store  in  town  that  kept  the  latest  styles  in 
men’s  furnishings. 

“I’ve  got  jist  a  hundred  dollars  to  fit  myself  out  like  a 
dandy  from  Dandy ville!”  he  said  to  the  clerk.  “See  what 
you  kin  do  fur  me  now.” 

“You  want  to  be  rigged  out  in  the  latest  style,  I  sup- 
pose?”  v 

“Yes.” 

“Fatent-leather  shoes,  frock  coat,  white  vest,  striped 
pants  and.  high  hat?” 

“Yes,  an’  shirt,  collar,  cuffs  an’  neck-tie  to  match.” 

“All  right,  sir.  I  can  just  about  fit  you  out  for  a  hun¬ 
dred  dollars.  Step  back  here,  please,  and  we  will  proceed 
with  the  transformation.” 

“I  don’t  want  to  put  ther  rig  on  before  to-night,”  fepoke 
up  Cherry. 

“Oh!  Well,  you  had  better  come  back  and  let  me  rig 
you  out.  You  might  make  a  mistake  in  getting  some  of  the 
things  on,  you  know.” 

“Well,  I’ll  come  over  about  half  an  hour  before  I  want 
to  go  out.” 

“Very  well.  I  will  show  you  the  things  now,  and  you 
can  pay  for  them,  if  you  want  to.” 

“I  reckon  I’ll  pay  right  now,  an’  leave  it  to  you.  If  I 
find  that  you  cheat  me  on  ther  deal  I’ll  come  back  here  an’ 
shoot  some  button-holes  in  your  waistcoat  where  there  ain’t 
s’posed  to  be  any.” 

“  Oh !  you’ll  be  satisfied.  I  know  exactly  what  you  want. 
You  are  going  to  call  on  a  female,  I  guess?” 

“That’s  right!” 

Then  both  laughed,  but  for  different  reasons. 

But  let  U3  now  turn  to  Young  Wild  West  and  his  two 
partners. 

They  left  the  Cloven  Hoof  saloon  because  our  hero 
thought  there  was  no  need  of  staying  there  any  longer. 

Bruce  Budd  had  gone  out,  or  disappeared  into  some 
other  part  of  the  house;  and  they  had  had  a  little  fun,  as 
was  usually  the  case  when  they  went  into  a  new  place,  or 
trial  they  had  not  been  in  before. 

“Charlie,  1  guess  you  weru  pretty  mad  when  you  picked 


up  that  little  fellow  and  fired  him  over  the  bar,”  said  Wild, 
with  a  laugh,  as  they  headed  for  the  store  where  they  had 
left  the  girls. 

“I  know  it,”  replied  the  scout.  “I  was  mad  when  that 
cowboy  began  to  sling  slurs  at  you,  an’  I  didn’t  git  any 
better-humored  as  things  kept  on  goin’.  I  picked  up  that 
little  whipper-snapper  ’cause  I  couldn’t  help  it.  I  never 
seen  a  little  man  yet  what  didn’t  have  too  much  to  say.” 

“You  are  lucky  that  they  took  him  out  of  the  room  so 
quick,”  spoke  up  Jim  with  a  laugh.  “He  surely  would 
have  hurt  you  if  he  had  got  a  chance  at  you.” 

“Well,  he  might  have  been  fool  enough  to  shoot,  but  I 
don’t  think  he  would  have  hurt  me  any.  I’d  have  grabbed 
him  afore  he  could  do  any  damage.” 

Charlie  laughed,  too,  now,  and  they  all  wore  smiles  when 
they  stepped  into  the  store. 

“Something  funny  has  happened,  I  guess,”  said  Arietta. 
“Tell  us  all  about  it,  won’t  you?” 

“Well,  it  was  rather  funny,”  retorted  Wild.  “Charlie 
threw  a  man  about  the  size  of  a  pint  of  peanuts  over  a 
bar,  just  to  show  how  strong  he  was.” 

“And  Wild  spanked  a  big  cowboy,”  added  Jim.  “Oh! 
We  had  lots  of  fun.” 

“Well,  I  should  say  you  had!”  exclaimed  Anna.  “What 
did  it  all  come  about?” 

“We  will  tell  you  all  about  it  as  we  ride  home,”  an¬ 
swered  the  scout.  “  Come  on !  I  believe  I’m  getting  hun¬ 
gry.  We  want  to  be  back  in  time  for  supper,  you  know.” 

The  girls  bade  the  miss  in  charge  of  the  store  good-by, 
and  then  they  went  out  and  mounted  their  horses. 

The  ride  back  to  the  Nugget  Hotel  was  made  without 
mishap. 

To  the  disappointment  of  Cheyenne  Charlie,  supper 
was  not  ready  when  they  got  there. 

They  would  have  to  wait  an  hour,  so  they  were  informed, 
as  the  man  who  had  gone  up  on  the  mountain  to  catch  a 
mess  of  trout  had  not  yet  returned. 

“Trout,  hey?”  muttered  the  scout,  half  aloud.  “I  reck¬ 
on  if  they  are  fried  in  butter  nice  an’  brown  they’ll  go  good. 
But  I  didn’t  know  there  was  any  such  fishes  to  be  caught 
in  these  parts.” 

“Oh,  yes,”  replied  Wild.  “Trout  are  found  all  over  the 
United  States  generally.  “But  in  some  places  they  are 
so  scarce  that  they  are  seldom  seen.  If  we  are  to  have 
genuine  spotted  brook  trout  for  supper,  I  guess  we  can  af¬ 
ford  to  wait  a  little.” 

“That’s  what’s  the  matter!”  exclaimed  Jim. 

Charlie  went  out  in  front  of  the  hotel,  and  took  a  seat 
on  a  bench. 

In  a  little  while  he  saw  a  man  coming  with  a  big  strin°* 
of  fish. 

He  came  right  into  the  hotel,  and  as  he  passed  the  scout 
saw  that  they  were  trout,  sure  enough. 

Then  he  began  to  grow  more  hungry  than  ever. 

But  twenty  minutes  later,  when  the  odor  of  the  frying 
fish,  was  wafted  to  his  nostrils,  he  could  stand  it  no  longer, 
and  got  up  and  went  inside. 


“Great  catamounts!”  he  exclaimed,  “I  was  never  so 
hungry  in  my  life.  Don't  them  fish  smell  good!” 

“Have  a  little  patience,”  spoke  up  his  wife.  “If  you 
will  only  wait  you  will  have  a  chance  to  taste,  as  well  as 
smell,  them.  1  never  saw  a  man  with  such  an  appetite  as 
you  have.” 

“It  must  be  ther  air  of  ther  Colorado  mountains  what 
does  it,”  he  answered,  good-naturedly.  “But,  layin’  all 
jokes  aside,  if  they  don’t  git  supper  ready  pretty  soon,  I'm 
goin’  over  to  ther  supply  store  an’  git  some  crackers  an’ 
cheese  to  whet  up  my  appetite.” 

But  Charlie  was  not  kept  waiting  much  longer. 

The  room  they  had  examined  the  chart  in  had  been 
turned  over  to  their  sole  use  for  a  sitting  and  dining  room, 
and  a  few  minutes  later  Mrs.  Lnych,  the  hotel  proprietor’s 
wife,  came  and  iold  them  that  supper  was  ready. 

Then  for  the  next  half  hour  they  sat  at  the  table  dis¬ 
cussing  the  events  of  the  day,  while  they  ate  the  good 
things  that  had  been  placed  before  them. 

After  the  meal  Charlie  and  the  boys  lighted  cigars,  and 
went  out  on  the  side  stoop  that  was  reserved  for  the  regu¬ 
lar  guests. 

The  girls  were  not  afraid  of  being  contaminated  by 
tobacco  smoke,  so  they  followed. 

Here  they  sat  until  dark,  talking  over  everything  but 
what  they  had  found  in  the  belt  the  dying  man  had  given 
them. 

They  did  not  want  their  private  business  to  be  known, 
and  as  there  had  been  an  eavesdropper  hanging  around  that 
day,  they  were  bound  that  they  would  not  give  another  a 
chance  to  hear  anything  concerning  the  gold  mine  that  was 
located  in  the  cave. 

It  was  just  about  dark  when  Lynch  and  his  wife  came 
out  on  the  stoop. 

Both  were  dressed  in  their  best,  a.  thing  that  caused  our 
friends  to  wonder. 

“Mr.  West,”  said  the  hotel-keeper,  addressing  our  hero, 
“we  have  a  fiddler  in  the  dining-room,  who  kin  call  off 
quadrilles,  lanciers  an’  ther  nine-pin  dances.  There’s 
three  couples  of  you,  an’  me  an’  my  wife  will  make  four, 
so  what  do  you  say  if  we  have  a  little  dance?” 

“Well,  retorted  Wild,  “I,  for  one,  am  willing.  How 
does  it  strike  the  rest  of  you?”  and  he  looked  at  his  com¬ 
panions  smilingly. 

“It  will  jest  suit  me!”  declared  the  scout,  rising  to  his 
feet.  “Come  on,  Anna.  I  ain’t  much  of  a  dancer,  but 
1  reckon  there’s  a  little  spring  in  my  feet  yet.” 

“Well,  I  guess  we  woh^  decline  the  invitation,”  spoke 
up  Jim.  “If  we  did  the  set  could  not  be  made  .up. 
Eloise  knows  more  about  dancing  than  I  do,  though,  and 
l  will  h  |ve  to  trust  to  her  to  take  me  through.” 

.  “Sh(*  knows  more  about  it  than  any  of  us,”  said  Arietta. 

“Well,  me  an’  my  wife  were  born  in  Kentucky,  an’  we 
only  know  how  to  dance  ther  way  ther  young  folks  used  to 
in  them  parts,”  the  landlord  assured  them. 

When  our  friends  came  to  think  of  it  they  entered  into 
the  spirit  of  the  thing. 


They  had  left  Weston  for  a  trip  of  enjoyment,  and  why 
should  they  not  indulge  in  an  old-fashioned  dance  in  the 

course  of  it? 

So  they  got  up  and  walked  into  the  public  dining-room, 
which  was  the  biggest  apartment  in  the  house. 

The  big  table  Jiad  been  shifted  to  one  end  of  the  room, 
and  there  was  plenty  of  space  to  have  the  set  in. 

“I'll  call  in  ther  fiddler,”  said  Lynch;  “an’ — anh - ” 

“And  what?”  said  Young  Wild  West. 

“Have  you  folks  any  objection  if  ther  men  look  at  us 
dance,  so  long  as  they  behave  themselves?” 

“None,  whatever,”  was  the  reply.  “Let  them  look  all 
they  want  to.  We  have  danced  a  quadrille  on  horseback 
before  more  than  a  thousand  people,  and  I  guess  we  can 
go  through  one  on  foot  before  all  the  people  you  have  got 
out  there.” 

Lynch  seemed  greatly  pleased  at  this. 

The  truth  of  it  was  that  he  had  taken  it  on  himself  to 
announce  that  there  was  going  to  be  an  exhibition  of  danc¬ 
ing  at  his  hotel  by  Young  Wild  West  and  his  friends  that 
evening. 

He  run  chances  of  their  agreeing  to  such  a  proceeding. 

Lynch  had  an  eye  for  business,  and  he  knew  he  would 
take  a  lot  of  money  in  at  the  bar  from  the  crowd  that  was 
sure  to  assemble  as  soon  as  the  music  struck  up. 

The  fiddler  was  soon  brought  in. 

He  was  a  typical  Westerner,  with  flowing  hair  and  a 
grizzled  beard. 

The  end  of  his  nose  was  so  red  that  he  had  long  been 
nicknamed  the  Strawberry,  and  when  the  landlord  faced 
him  to  our  friends,  and  said:  “Ladies  and  gentlemen, 
this  is  ther  only  original  Strawberry,  ther  boss  fiddler  of 
Boulder.  He  kin  play  more  tunes  an’  drink  more  fluid 
lightnin’  than  any  man  this  side  of  ther  Pacific  Slope!” 
a  good-natured  laugh  was  the  result. 

The  old  fellow  grinned  and  stood  in  the  center  of  the 
room  till  a  barrel  was  brought  in  for  him  to  sit  upon. 

“You  see,  ladies  an’  gents,”  he  said  apologetically,  “a  ' 
chair  ain’t  high  enough  for  me  to  do  my  best  work.” 

When  he  had  finally  taken  his  seat  in  the  corner  he  gave 
a  couple  of  scrapes  on  the  old  violin  he  had,  and  then  pro¬ 
ceeded  to  tune  up. 

A  crowd  of  miners,  cowboys,  cardsharps  and  other  men 
who  hung  around  the  diggings,  now  came  in,  and  found 
seats  in  the  chairs  that  were  placed  in  a  row  around  the 
room. 

Those  who  could  not  get  seats  contented  themselves  with 
standing  in  the  hall  and  out  on  the  stoop  at  the  windows. 

Tn  a  few  minutes  the  music  struck  up,  and  then,  amid 
much  laughter  and  jollity  our  friends  started  in  to  dance. 

Lynch  and  his  wife  were  really  experts  at  the  old-fash¬ 
ioned  style  of  going  through  the  quadrille,  and  our  friends 
being  very  well  acquainted  with  the  figures  and  light  of 
loot,  showed  themselves  to  the  best  advantage. 

The  first  dance  was  finished,  and  then  while  Lynch  went 
out  to  get  refreshments  for  the  ladies,  our  friends  sat 
down. 
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It  was  at  this  juncture  that  everybody  in  the  room  was 
surprised  to  see  a  queer-looking  figure  step  into  the  room 
with  the  quickness  of  a  cat. 

The  figure  was  that  of  an  undersized  man !  attired  in 
the  height  of  fashion. 

It  was  Cherry ! 

He  had  fitted  himself  out  in  great  shape  and  had  just 
arrived  at  the  Nugget  Hotel. 

And  when  he  found  that  a  dance  was  in  progress,  he 
felt  that  he  could  not  have  come  in  a  better  time. 

“Hanged  if  it  ain't  ther  little  ninny  I  chucked  over  ther 
bar  in  Boulder !”  Cheyenne  Charlie  gasped. 

Right  you  are,”  said  Jim. 

I 

Whew!”  whistled  Wild.  “Look  at  the  patent-leather 
shoes !” 

“An’  that  plug  hat  he’s  got  in  his  hand,”  added  the 

scout. 

But  Cherry  heard  none  of  these  remarks. 

He  stood  in  the  center  of  the  room,  bowing  for  a  mo¬ 
ment,  and  then  observing  that  there  was  a  vacant  chair  next 
to  Arietta,  he  stepped  nimbly  over  and  sat  down  upon  it. 

Then  a  scream  of  laughter  went  up  from  the  girls. 

It  might  have  been  unlady-like,  but’  they  could  not  help 


In  this  dance  there  must  be  an  extra  gentleman,  who  is 
called  the  nine-pin. 

Every  time  the  fiddler  calls  off  the  figure  for  all  to 
“promenade,”  it  is  his  duty  to  grab  the  first  girl  he  can 
get  and  march  around  with  her  in  triumph,  leaving  her 
partner  to  get  in  the  center  and  act  as  “nine-pin.” 

A  few  minutes  later  Strawberry,  the  fiddler,  said  lie  was 
ready,  and  they  got  upon  the  door. 

Arietta,  who  was  tall  and  queenly  looking,  towered  over 
her  diminutive  partner  by  easily  a  head. 

There  surely  was  fun  ahead. 


U  • 
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CHAPTER  VI. 
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THE  DANCE  IS  BROKEN  UP. 


“Heads  forward!”  called  out  Strawberry.  “This  here’s 
goin’  to  be  a  wery  fruitful  dance,  I  reckon.  I’m  ther 


Cherry  looked  too  oomical  for  anything,  and  the  fact  of 
his  taking  a  seat  beside  the  most  beautiful  girl  in  the  room 
was  too  much  for  Anna  and  Eloise. 

And  when  they  laughed  how.  could  Arietta  refrain  from 
joining  in? 

“Miss,  kin  I  dance  ther  next  set  with  you?”  Cherry 
asked,  looking  the  golden-haired  maiden  straight  in  the 

face. 

When  she  had  recovered  from  another  burst  of  laughter, 
Arietta  put  on  a  serious  expression,  and  replied: 

“You  will  have  to  ask  my  escort,  sir.  Besides,  I  never 
saw  you  before.” 

“Oh,  well,”  he  spoke  up  in  a  piping  voice,  “I  guess  ther 
rules  of  etikett  kin  be  laid  aside,  especially  here  in  Boulder 
County.  I  reckon  your  young  man  there  won’t  kick  about 
my  dancin’  with  you.  How  about  it?”  and  he  turned  to 

Wild. 

“Why,  certainly,  I  won’t  kick.  Et,  dance  with  him,  by 
all  means.  You  will  seldom  have  a  chance  to  dance  with 
such  a  distinguished  and  finely  dressed  young  man,  so  you 
had  better  grasp  the  opportunity.” 

“That’s  right,  Et !”  piped  Cherry,  smiling  so  broadly 
that  his  whole  face  was  wreathed. 

Arietta  looked  at  Wild  in  astonishment,  but  a  glance 
from  him  told  her  to  go  ahead. 

He  was  bent  on  having  a  little  fun,  and  he  was  going  to 
have  it  at  the  expense  of  his  sweetheart,  it  seemed. 

The  rest  caught  on  to 'the  spirit  of  the  thing  and  urged 
her  to  not  refuse  the  request  of  the  distinguished-looking 
gentleman. 
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Strawberry,  an’  there’s  £  Cherry  in  ther  set.  Let  your¬ 
selves  go,  now !” 

This  sally  of  wit  on  the  part  of  the  fiddler  caused  a 
roar  of  laughter,  but  Cherry  paid  no  attention  to  it. 

He  know  something  £>f  the  dance,  and  he  was  thinking 
of  sticking  to  the  golden-haired  girl,  so  no  one  else  would 
get  her  from  him. 

When  the  heads  had  tripped  back  and  forth  and  made 
their  bows,  the  fiddler  called  out  for  the  sides  to  do  the 
same. 

Cherry  and  his  fair  partner  stepped  forward  and  met 
Jim  Dart  and  Eloise,  and  when  they  got  back  to  their  places 
the  call  of  “All  hands  around!”  sounded. 

The  strains  of  the  “Money-musk”  were  making  the  ceil¬ 
ing  quiver  now,  and  the  comical  figure  Cherry  cut  was  one 
that  would  hardly  be  forgotten  by  those  who  had  the  pleas¬ 
ure  of  watching  him. 


Right  in  the  midst  of  the  “all  hands  around”  the  fid¬ 


dler  changed  the  tune  as  if  by  magic,  and  shouted: 

“All  promenade!” 

Then  it  was  that  the  dandified  little  man  suddenlv  found 

«/ 

himself  standing  in  the  center  of  the  marching  couples 
without  a  partner.  / 

Wild  had  very  neatly  captured  Arietta,  and  Cherry  was 
left  out  in  the  cold. 

But  he  took  it  good-naturedly,  and  when  the  next  figure 
came  up  he  remarked  that  he  would  not  go  it  alone  very 


long. 


U  I 


Take  your  partner,”  said  Wild,  with  a  laugh.  “But 
mind  your  eye,  for  the  next  time  you  lose  her  you  will  find 
it  hard  to  get  her  back.” 

So  he  changed  places  with  Wild,  and  then  things  went 
on  all  right  until  right  in  the  midst  of  the  “right  and  left 
all  around”  part  our  hero  neatly  took  Arietta  as  the  “All 
promenade”  sounded  from  the  fiddler’s  lips. 

The  dance  was  finished  with  Cherry  still  the  Nine-pin, 
and  when  it  broke  up  there  was  much  laughing  done  by 
every  one,  save  the  little  man  who  was  “makin’  a  fool  of 
himself,”  as  Cheyenne  Charlie  put  it.  t 
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Young  Wild  West  and  his  sweetheart  had  scarcely  be¬ 
come  seated,  when  he  marched  over  and  asked  Arietta  to 
take  a  stroll  on  the  veranda  with  him. 


No  one  could  say  just  who  it  was  that  did  it,  but  Shadow 
said  that  whoever  it  was  had  made  off  the  instant  he  fired 
the  shot. 


The  girl  thought  the  thing  had  gone  about  far  enough, 
and  she  flatly  refused  his  attentions. 

“What,  you  won’t  walk  with  me?”  he  cried  in  evident 
astonishment. 

“No;  I  desire  you  not  to  annoy  me  any  further,”  and 
she  looked  at  Wild,  imploringly. 

But  our  hero  simply  smiled. 

“Do  you  know  one  thing,  miss?”  Cherry  piped;  “a  for¬ 
tune-teller  once  told  me  that  I  was  goin’  to  marry  jist  sich 
a  girl  as  you  are.  You  must  take  a  seat  with  me  over  here, 
then,  if  you  won’t  go  out  on  ther  stoop.  I  want  to  talk  to 
you  awful  bad.” 

He  took  hold  of  her  hand  as  he  spoke,  and  then,  seeing 
that  her  lover  was  not  going  to  take  her  part,  Arietta  drew 
back  her  hand  and  slapped  him  in  the  face. 

She  had  scarcely  done  this  when  Cheyenne  Charlie, 
whose  ire  had  been  aroused,  sprang  over  and  seized  the  lit¬ 
tle  dandy. 

High  above  his  head  he  lifted  the  diminutive  form,  and 
then,  with  a  “Look  out,  there!”  he  hurled  him  through  the 
window  among  the  crowd  on  the  stoop. 

Cherry  had  scarcely  landed  when  a  revolver  cracked  and 
a  bullet  whistled  past  Charlie’s  head. 

Several  of  the  men  belonging  to  Bruce  Budd’s  gang  had 
followed  the  little  lieutenant  over  to  see  the  fun,  and  they 
were  now  going  to  resent  the  rough  treatment  he  had  re¬ 
ceived. 

The  instant  the  revolver  shot  rang  out  all  was  in  con¬ 
fusion,  both  inside  and  out. 

Young  Wild  West  led  the  way  from  the  room,  going 
through  the  door  and  out  of  the  hall. 

“Put  away  your  shooters!”  he  cried,  in  a  ringing  voice. 
“  Put  them  away,  I  say  !  The  first  man  who  presses  a  trig¬ 
ger  I’ll  drop !” 

This  command  had  a  great  effect  upon  the  excited  throng. 

Right  behind  Wild  came  Charlie  and  Jim. 

The  scout  was  as  mad  as  a  hornet,  and  if  he  could  have 
got  a  hold  upon  the  collar  of  Cherry  just  then  he  would 
have  made  the  heels  of  his  patent-leather  shoes  rattle. 

Suddenly,  a  tall,  thin  man  took  off  his  hat  in  the  center 
of  the  crowd,  and  yelled  out: 

“Hooray  for  Young  Wild  West,  ther  Boss  Boy  of 
Boulder !” 

Then  those  who  had  been  so*  anxious  to  shoot  a  few 
seconds  before  forgot  all  about  it,  and  the  first  thing  they 
knew  they  were  cheering  along  with  the  rest  of  the  crowd. 

The  Boss  Boy  of  Boulder ! 

That  became  the  crv. 

Those  who  had  become  acquainted  with  Young  Wild 
We9t  knew  that  the  title  fitted  him,  so  they  took  up  the  cry 
and  repeated  it  again  and  again. 

“Thank  you,  hoys,”  retorted  our  hero,  when  the  noise 
had  subsided  a  little.  “Did  any  of  you  catch  sight  of  the 
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“And  Cherry — where  is  he?”  queried  Wild. 

“He’s  moped,  too.” 

“A  good  thing,”  muttered  Charlie.  “Ther  next  time  I 
git  my  clutches  on  ther  little  fool,  I’m  goin’  to  shake  him 
till  his  teeth  fly  out.” 

Just  then  the  sounds  of  rapid  firing  came  from  a  point 
about  two  hundred  yards  distant. 

Then  some  yelling  rang  out  on  the  still  night  air,  fol¬ 
lowed  by  more  shots. 

That  was  enough  for  the  rough  men  of  the  mining  camp. 

They  headed  in  the  direction  the  noise  of  the  excitement 
came  from,  as  if  by  one  accord. 

And  Young  Wild  West  and  his  partners  ran  along  with 
them. 

Their  opinion  was  that  some  of  the  men  standing  at 
the  front  when  the  fellow  had  fired  the  shot  into  the  room 
had  given  chase  to  the  ruffian,  and  that  a  fight  between 
them  was  in  progress. 

This  was  a  conclusion  to  draw  that  was  quite  natural. 

Cheyenne  Charlie  was  anxious  to  catch  the  man,  so  he 
soon  forged  ahead  of  the  rest,  his  muscular,  long  legs  giv¬ 
ing  him  an  advantage  over  most  of  the  men  of  his  age. 

But  Wild  and  Jim  let  out  a  spurt  and  were  soon  running 
at  his  side. 

They  soon  reached  the  clump  of  trees  whence  the  shoot¬ 
ing  and  yelling  had  come,  but  when  they  came  to  a  halt 
they  could  neither  see  nor  hear  anything. 

Then  the  crowd  began  making  a  search  of  the  place. 

Young  Wild  West  thought  they  would  surely  find  a  dead 
man,  if  no  live  ones. 

But -a  search  of  ten  minutes  revealed  nothing. 

“It’s  mighty  curious,  ain’t  it?”  observed  Shadow,  walk¬ 
ing  up  to  Wild,  and  shaking  his  head  in  a  puzzled  way. 

“It  is  rather  strange,”  was  the  reply. 

“What  do  you  s’pose  they  could  have  done  that  shootin' 
an’  yellin’  fur?” 

“Well,  it  must  have  been  a  fight  of  some  kind.” 

“Yes;  but  where  have  they  gone?” 

“They  must  have  scattered  mighty  quick.  I  could  have 
sworn  that,  there  was  as  many  as  half  a  dozen  makin’  all 
that  noise.” 

“Where  were  you  when  Cherry  was  tossed  out  of  the 
window,  Shadow?”  Young  Wild  West  asked. 

“I  was  standin'  about  a  dozen  feet  awav,”  was  the  an- 
swer. 

“Were  there  any  of  his  friends  around  there?” 

“Well,  come  to  think  of  it,  there  was  some  fellers  what 
I  ve  often  seen  him  with.  He  hangs  out  over  in  Boulder 
City  most  of  ther  time,  you  know.” 

“Bruce  Budd  wasn't  there,  was  he?” 

“Ao;  I  didn’t  see  him,  but  some  of  his  gang  was  there, 
though.  Them’s  ther  ones  I  meant  when  1  spoke  of 
Cherry’s  friends.  They  all  go  together,  you  know.” 
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peculiar  affair,  I  think.  I  am  puzzled  to  know  what  it  all 

means.” 

“So  am  I.” 

•‘An'  I  know  I  am,”  spoke  up  Cheyenne  Charlie.” 

“It  strikes  me  now  that  this  Cherry,  as  they  call  him, 
csfme  in  that  room  for  a  purpose  to-night,”  said  Jim  Dart, 

suddenly. 

‘‘What  do  you  mean?”  asked  our  hero,  looking  at  him, 
while  an  uneasy  glance  shot  from  his  eyes. 

“What  did  you  do  with  the  chart  of  Jim  Mitchell’s 
-  mine  ?” 

“Et  has  it.  I  gave  it  to  her  to  keep,  because  she  said 
she  could  pin  it  in  the  pocket  of  her  riding  skirt.” 

“Well,  it  must  be  all  right,  then.  I  thought  that  you 
had  placed  it  somewhere,  and  that  some  one  had  been  spy¬ 
ing  when  you  did  it.” 

“Well,  we  don’t  know  whether  it  is  all  right  or  not. 
Let  us  get  back  there  and  see.” 

The  two  had  been  speaking  in  low  tones  during  this 
short  conversation,  and  the  expression  of  their  faces  showed 
that  they  were  both  alarmed  when  they  arrived  at  the  hotel 
stoop,  where  the  rays  of  the  big  oil  lamp  that  was  fastened 
to  a  post  could  fall  on  them. 

At  that  moment  Anna  and  Eloise  came  running  out  in 
great  alarm. 

“Arietta  can’t  be  found  anywhere!”  they  cried. 


CHAPTER  VII. 

THE  ARDUCTION  OF  ARIETTA. 

The  man  who  had.  shot  at  Cheyenne  Charlie  was  no  other 
than  Bob,  the  proprietor  of  the  Cloven  Hoof. 

He  had  seen  Cherry  after  he  was  rigged  out  in  his  dandy 
outfit,  and  learning  from  the  conceited  little  rascal  that  he 
was  going  over  to  North  Boulder  to  pay  a  visit  to  the 
golden-haired  girl,  he  resolved  to  go  along  and  see  the  fun. 

Five  others  belonging  to  Bruce  Budd’s  gang  concluded 
'  to  go  also. 

Cherry  sat  as  proud  as  a  peacock  on  his  horse  as  they 
left  the  yard  of  the  saloon  and  crossed  lots,  so  he  would 
not  be  seen  and  hooted  at  on  the  streets. 

“You  fellers  will  be  surprised  to  see  me  win  that  gal,” 
he  observed  when  they  had  reached  the  rather  lonely  road. 
“But  you  jest  wait!” 

“All  right,”  chuckled  Bob.  “We’ll  wait.  I  hope  I 
didn’t  leave  my  place  in  charge  of  my  bartender  to-night 
for  nothin’.  I’m  jist  waitin’  to  see  somethin.’  ” 

“Maybe  you  think  she  won’t  have  me?” 

“I  wouldn’t  say  that.  Why,  you’re  ther  best-dressed 
man  in  Boulder  this  night,  an’  I  ain’t  sich  a  fool  that  I 
don’t  know  that  gals  in  general  ljke  well-dressed  men.” 

Though  Bob  was  piling  it  on  pretty  thick  when  he  said 
tbi.-,  Cherry  did  not  take  it  that  way. 

“1  reckon  I  ain’t  such  a  homely  feller,  if  1  ain’t  as  large 
toer  majority,”  he  went  on.  “That  gal  is  a  great  deal 
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is  to  that  Young  Wild  West,  who  is  only  a  boy  with  little  or 
no  brains.” 

“That’s  right,”  spoke  up  one  of  the  other  men,  who  was 
enjoying  it  as  much  as  was  the  saloon  man.  “But  jest  teU 
us  how  you’re  goin’  to  introduce  yourself  to  her.” 

“Love  will  find  a  way — it  always  does,  I  reckon,”  and  he 
placed  his  hand  over  his  heart  and  leaned  back  in  a  dra¬ 
matic  attitude. 

“Well,  I’ve  heard  a  lot  about  this  feelin’  they  call  love,” 
observed  another,  as  he  dug  Bob  in  the  ribs,  “an’  I  reckon 
I’ll  git  a  chance  to  see  what  it  is  like  afore  we  git  back  to¬ 
night.” 

“You  might  see  what  it  is  like,  but  you  won’t  feel  it,” 
replied  Charry,  as  he  urged  his  horse  to  a  faster  gait.  “  Yrou 
might  even  see  me  kiss  ther  golden-haired  gal,  but  you 
won’t  feel  ther  kiss.” 

Then  he  laughed  loudly,  and  the  villains  joined  in  with 
him. 

As  they  neared  the  mining  camp  Cherry  suddenly  turned 
to  them,  and  said : 

“  Boys,  you  know  what  ther  rules  are  when  we  are  out,  an’ 
Bruce  ain’t  with  us?” 

“I  reckon  we  know  ther  rules  all  right,”  answered  Bob, 
though  he  did  not  know  exactly  what  the  little  man  was 
driving  at. 

“Well,  I  thought  I’d  jog  your  minds  a  little  bit,  that’s 
all.  I’m  in  charge  now,  an’  what  I  tells  you  all  to  do 
you’ve  got  to  do.  I  may  take  it  in  my  head  to  take  ther 
golden-haired  gal  away  with  us,  you  know.” 

“That  would  be  a  foolish  thing  to  do,  I  reckon,”  one 
of  them  ventured. 

“That’s  what  you  think,  maybe.  But  who  is  supposed  to 
have  ther  most  brains  at  schemin’  things  in  our  gang?” 

“You!”  exclaimed  Bob,  speaking  truthfully. 

“An’  haven’t  you  all  swore  to  do  as  I  say  when  you  are 
out  with  me?” 

“Yes.” 

“Well,  then  you  are  goin’  to  do  what  I  ask  you  to  do 
to-night.  If  you  don’t  want  to  do  it,  you  had  better  ride 
back  to  ther  Cloven  Hoof,  an’  have  done  with  it.” 

The  six  villains  looked  at  one  another. 

They  knew  that  according  to  the  rules  of  their  organiza¬ 
tion,  they  were  in  duty  bound  to  obey  the  commands  of 
the  lieutenant  when  the  captain  was  not  with  them. 

But  they  did  not  feel  like  doing  anything  against  Young 
Wild  West  that  night,  since  they  had  heard  Budd  say  that 
they  were  to  hunt  for  the  hidden  gold  mine  on  the  mor¬ 
row. 

They  thought  the  little  man  might  get  it  into  his  head 
to  do  something  reckless  on  account  of  his  infatuation  for 
the  golden-haired  girl,  and  they  did  not  like  it. 

Still  they  concluded  to  stick  by  him. 

As  they  rode  up  the  single  street  of  the  mining  camp  they 
heard  the  strains  of  a  violin. 

They  came  to  a  halt  for  a  moment  and  listened. 

“It  comes  from  ther  Nugget  Hotel,”  said  Cherry,  sud- 

/Innl v _ whill.  n  r.'.rmvfl  <  lwwe  U  ;imnml  llw>i»>  U.UUl;.  ’  >9 


18 


YOUNG  WILD  WEST'S  MILLION  IN  GOLD. 


“There’s  a  dance  goin’  on,  I  reckon,”  spoke  np  the  saloon¬ 
keeper.  “I  kin  hear  tlier  sounds  of  feet  jumpin’  on  a  bare 
floor.” 

“That’s  ther  place  where  Young  Wild  West  an  his  gal 
hangs  out,”  resumed  Cherry.  “Come  on.  We’ll  ride 
around  to  ther  little  strip  of  woods  that  runs  up  close  to 
ther  back  of  ther  place.  That’s  where  I  sneaked  off  this 
afternoon  when  I  had  been  listenin’  to  what  they  was  talk¬ 
in’  about  ther  chart  Jim  Mitchell  give  em  afore  he  died. 
You  f oiler  me,  now,  an’  we’ll  git  right  there  without  any 
one  seein’  us  come.” 

Through  the  darkness  the  seven  forms  rode  like  so  many 
shadows. 

In  a  couple  of  minutes  they  had  passed  through  the 
strip  of  woods  and  around  to  the  rear  of  the  hotel. 

Dismounting,  they  tied  their  horses,  and  then  brushing 
his  new  clothes  to  relieve  them  of  the  dust  that  might  have 
accumulated  during  the  ride  over  from  the  town,  Cherry 
led  the  way  around  to  me  front. 

They  got  into  the  barroom,  without  being  noticed  in  par¬ 
ticular  by  the  crowd,  just  as  the  music  ceased. 

Then,  after  taking  a  drink,  Cherry  went  into  the  room 
where  our  friends  were. 

What  happened  there  has  already  been  told. 

When  the  little  fellow  came  flying  through  the  window, 
Bob  was  right  there  and  saw  the  whole  thing. 

The  villain  had  no  particular  love  for  the  scout,  since 
he  had  thrown  the  same  one  over  his  bar  that  day,  and  as 
quick  as  a  flash  he  drew  hie  revolver  and  fired  at  him. 

Without  waiting  to  see  whether  the  bullet  had  hit  the 
mark  or  not,  he  stooped  and  grabbed  Cherry  by  the  collar, 
and  dragged  him  away. 

That  action  saved  him  from  being  found  out  as  the 
fellow  who  had  fired  the  shot,  for  though  many  had  seen 
the  flash,  no  one  had  seen  exactly  who  fired  it. 

The  little  dandy  was  hustled  around  to  the  back  of  the 
building  in  no  time. 

The  whole  seven  of  them  were  soon  beside  their  horses. 

Then,  for  the  first  time,  Cherry  spoke. 

“Boys,”  said  he,  in  a  hoarse  whisper,  which  sounded  out 
of  place  with  him,  “I  ain’t  mad  a  bit.  While  you  was 
draggin’  me  along  I  thought  of  a  great  scheme.” 

“Well,  we  ain’t  got  no  time  to  listen  to  it  now,”  inter¬ 
rupted  Bob.  “They’ll  be  after  us  afore  you  kin  say  Jack 
Robinson  1” 

“Oh,  no,  they  won’t  1  If  they’d  been  goin’  to  chase  us 
they’d  have  been  here  by  this  time.  Jest  stay  right  where 
you  are,  every  one  of  you  !  I'm  in  command,  I  reckon.” 

There  was  no  reply  to  this,  but  none  of  the  villains  of¬ 
fered  to  mount. 

They  knew  the  little  man  was  a  great  favorite  with  Bruce 
Budd,  and  probably  that  was  why  they  gave  in  to  him. 

“Each  second  we  stay  here  we're  losin'  time,”  went  on 
Cherry.  “Now,  four  of  you  ride  on  over  to  ther  clump  of 
oaks  over  there,  an’  start  in  shootin’  and  yellin’,  jist  as 


you  an’  you,”  pointing  to  the  man  nearest  to  him,  “will 
stay -here  with  me  for  a  few  minutes.” 

Without  any  questioning  the  four  mounted  and  rode  off, 
acting  very  much  as  though  they  were  glad  of  the  oppor¬ 
tunity. 

* 

“Remember  what  I  told  you  to  do,”  was  the  parting  in¬ 
junction  Cherry  gave  them. 

Then  the  little  man  and  his  two  companions  stood  there 
waiting. 

“What  are  you  up  to,  anyway,  Cherry?”  Bob  ventured 
to  ask,  a  few  seconds  later. 

“I’m  goin’  to  git  ther  golden-haired  gal  an’  take  her  over 
to  your  place,  Bob,”  was  the  whispered  rejoinder.  “It 
struck  me  jest  now  that  it  would  be  a  good  thing  to  do, 
anyhow,  as  Young  Wild  West  would  certainly  be  glad  to 
give  up  that  gold  mine  of  Mitchell’s  to  git  her  back 
wouldn’t  he?” 

This  struck  the  saloon-keeper  as  being  very  sound  logic. 

He  did  not  stop  to  think  that  Cherry,  in  his  desire  to 
get  hold  of  the  girl,  might  be  using  the  proposition  to  gain 
the  approval  of  the  other  man  and  himself. 

Just  then  the  four  men  began  to  get  in  their  part  of  the 
work. 

They  did  some  very  fast  shooting,  and  their  yells  rang 
out  so  loudly  that  it  sounded  as  though  there  were  more 
than  four  of  them. 

At  the  first  shot  Cherrv  told  the  two  villains  to  follow 
him. 

Straight  for  the  side  window  of  the  room  where  the 
dancing  had  been  in  progress,  he  made. 

Luck  was  with  the  scheming  little  scoundrel,  it  seemed, 
for  he  had  no  sooner  reached  the  window  and  was  raising 
to  peer  into  the  room,  when  the  figure  of  a  female  ap¬ 
proached  it  and  leaned  out. 

Cherry’s  heart 'gave  a  bound. 

There  was  light  enough  for  him  to  see  the  face  of  the  girl 
who  had  slapped  him  in  the  face. 

It  was  Arietta,  sure  enough. 

She  had  come  to  the  window  to  see  if  she  sould  catch  a 
glimpse  of  Wild  and  the  rest. 

She  leaned  awav  out  when  she  heard  the  crowd  running 
away  from  the  building,  and  wondered  what  was  up. 

The  next  instant  an  arm  was  thrust  around  her  body 
and  a  hand  pressed  tightly  over  her  mouth. 

Then  another  pair  of  hands  seized  her,  and  she  was 
lifted  out  of  the  window  with  scarcely  the  least  bit  of 
noise. 

The  thing  was  done  neatly  and  quickly,  but  it  was  more 
to  the  credit  of  good  luck  than  good  judgment  on  the  part 
of  Cherry. 

It  had  worked  just  his  way,  for  neither  Anna  nor 
Eloise  saw  her  go  out  of  the  window. 

Badly  frightened  and  struggling  vainly  to  get  out  of  the 
clutches  of  the  villains,  Arietta  was  carried  ott  into  the 
darkness. 

A  couple  of  coarse  handkerchiefs  sufficed  to  both  tic  her 


Then  Cherry  got  on  his  horse,  and  she  was  handed  up  j 

to  him. 

« 

That  was  the  proudest  moment  of  the  little  villain's  life. 

“Now,  then,  my  golden-haired  beauty!”  he  exclaimed, 
as  he  rode  off  in  a  round-about  way  to  the  road  that  led  to 
thV  town,  “I  guess  you'll  learn  to  think  better  of  me,  aid 
not  ■dap  me,  like  you  did  a  little  while  ago.  You  are  goin’ 
to  be  ther  bride  of  ther  gallant  Cherry !” 

At  this  the  girl  made  a  violent  effort  to  free  herself. 

If  she  could  have  succeeded  in  doing  so,  it  would  have 
gone  hard  with  her  captor,  no  doubt,  for  Arietta  was  a  girl 
who  always  carried  a  small  silver-mounted  revolver  when 
she  was  away  from  home. 

She  had  it  with  her  now,  too,  it  being  thrust  in  the 
bosom  of  her  doeskin  hunting  dress,  which  she  had  been 
weariqg  that  day. 

And  Arietta  knew  how  to  use  the  weapon,  too ! 

Woe  to  Cherry  if  she  but  got  her  hands  free ! 

The  girl  was  really  more  angered  than  frightened  when 
she  learned  who  her  captor  was,  but  as  they  rode  along 
at  a  sharp  clip  and  gradually  left  the  mining  camp  behind 
them,  she  became  more  cool. 

Cherry  did  not  have  anything  further  to  say  when  he 
saw  the  effect  his  words  had  upon  his  fair  captive. 

He  was  afraid  she  might  struggle  sufficiently  to  get  off 
the  horse. 

Then  one  of  the  others  would  want  to  carry  her,  and 
he  did  not  want  that. 

No !  The  golden-haired  girl  was  his  prisoner,  and  all 
he  had  to  do  now  was  to  gain  her  consent  to  an  early  mar¬ 
riage.  ,  V 

He  had  not  the  least  idea  of  giving  her  back  to  Young 
Wild  West,  even  if  the  boy  agreed  to  turn  the  gold  mine 
over  to  them  in  exchange. 

Arietta’s  pretty  face  had  completely  turned  his  head. 

“Ride  ahead.  Bob!”  the  little  schemer  said,  when  they 
began  to  near  the  town.  “We  don’t  want  to  meet  any  one, 
you  know.” 

“Well,  why  not  turn  off  from  ther  ,road  an’  make  for 
the  back  yard  of  ther  Cloven  Hoof  now?”  came  the  retort. 

“  Good !  That’s  ther  fust  time  I  ever  heard  you  make  a 
good  suggestion.” 

Cherry  was  so  elated  at  what  he  had  accomplished,  that 
he  did  not  care  what  he  said  to  the  men. 

But  that  remark  did  not  make  Bob  feel  any  friendlier  to¬ 
ward  him.  . 

It  made  him  completely  mad  with  him,  in  fact. 

A  few  minutes  later  the  party  rode  into  the  back  yard, 
and  dismounted. 

Them  Arietta  was  carried  into  the  house,  and  locked  in 

a  small  room. 

& 

;  CHAPTER  VIII. 

chebby’b  triumph  is  short-lived. 

“What!”  gasped  Young  Wild  West,  when  he  had  heard 
Anna  -.ay  that  Arietta  could  not  be  found  anywhere. 


Eloise  shook  her  head,  showing  how  frightened  and 
alarmed  she  was. 

“We  missed  her  nearly  ten  minutes  ago,”  said  Cheyenne 
Charlie’s  wife.  “She  may  have  been  gone  longer,  too,  for 
wo  thought  she  had  gone  outside  to  see  the  result  of  the 
row  that  started.  When  we  found  that  she  did  not  come 
back  we  went  to  look  for  her.  But  she  was  not  there,  so 
we  came  in  and  asked  Mrs.  Lynch  if  she  had  seen  her  any* 
where  near  the  house.  She  said  she  had  not.  but  we  have 
been  searching  it  all  through,  to  make  sure.  I  haven’t  the 
least  idea  what  has  become  of  her,  unless  she  is  hiding,  just 
to  play  a  trick  on  us.” 

“She  has  not  done  anything  like  that,”  retorted  Wild, 
shaking  his  head.  “Et  wouldn’t  do  that- — it  is  not  at  all 
like  her.  She  likes  a  joke  well  enough,  but  she  wouldn’t 
set  us  all  to  worrying  for  nothing.  Where  did  you  see  her 
last  ?” 

“She  walked  over  to  the  window  over  there  when  you  all 
started  to  leave  the  front  of  the  hotel,”  spoke  up  Eloise. 
“Arietta  went  to  that  window  and  we  came  to  this  one  here 
in  front.” 

Wild  hastened  to  the  window. 

But  there  was  nothing  there  by  which  a  trace  of  the 
missing  girl  could  be  found. 

“Give  me  a  lantern!”  he  cried. 

Landlord  Lynch  soon  brought  him  one, 

Outside  went  the  boy,  and  then  around  to  the  side  of  the 
*house  where  the  window  was. 

He  had  scarcely  reached  the  spot  when  the  rays  of  the 
lantern  fell  upon  a  bow  of  blue  ribbon. 

It  was  one  that  Arietta  had  worn  that  day,  and  no  one 
recognized  it  any  quicker  than  Young  Wild  West  did. 

He  searched  carefully  over  the  ground  then,  but  there 
was  nothing  there  to  show  any  further  signs. 

The  ground  happened  to  be  hard  and  W'ell  packed  there, 
so  it  was  out  of  the  question  to  think  of  finding  foot¬ 
prints. 

“Well,  I  have  learned  one  thing,  anyway,”  said  the  boy, 
speaking  coolly,  though  he  was  greatly  agitated,  for  all 
that.  “She  went  out  of  that  window  when  she  left  the 
house.  She  may  have  jumped  out  for  the  purpose  of  run- 
ning  around  to  the  front  and  surprising  Anna  and  Eloise, 
but  if  she  intended  to  do  that,  some  one  interfered  with 
her  before  she  got  there.” 

“Then  you  think  some  one  has  abducted  her,  then?” 
spoke  up  Jim. 

“Yes;  I  must  say  that  is  the  way  it  looks  to  me.” 

“Who  could  it  be?” 

“Who  but  the  little  fool  ~*h.Q_said  he  was  in  love  Avith 
her?  He  may  have  had  it  all  arranged,  for  aught  we  know. 
I  now  can  understand  why  it  was  that  we  found  no  traces 
of  the  men  who  were  doing  the  firing  and  yelling  up  here  a 
ways.  That  was  when  Et  disappeared,  I’ll  wager!” 

“What  are  you  going  to  do  about  it,  Wild?”  Cheyenne 
Charlie  asked,  anxiously. 

“1  am  going  straight  to  the  Cloven  Hoof  saloon,”  was 
the  quick  retort, 


“That’s  it!”  exclaimed  Jim.  “That’s  where  that  little 
fellow  called  Cherry’  hangs  out.” 

“Well,  I  reckon  if  I  find  out  it  was  him  what  was  at 
ther  bottom  of  this  I’ll  wring  his  neck,”  remarked  Charlie. 

Wild  promptly  sent  for  their  horses  to  be  brought  from 
the  stable. 

More  than  fifty  men  volunteered  to  go  with  them  when 
they  learned  that  one  of  the  girls  of  the  party  was  sup¬ 
posed  to  have  been  kidnapped. 

“I  thank  you  for  the  offer,  boys,”  replied  our  hero,  ad¬ 
dressing  them;  “but  I  have  an  idea  that  it  will  require 
some  strategy  to  find  my  missing  sweetheart.  Myself  and 
partners  are  going  to  town,  and  about  a  dozen  of  you  can 
go  along,  if  you  desire,  providing  you  will  agree  to  do  just 
as  I  say.” 

“We  will!” 

“Good  enough!” 

“We’ll  riddle  ther  skunks  what  done  it!” 

“Let  me  be  one  to  go,  won’t  yer?” 

These  and  many  more  replies  came  to  Wild’s  remarks. 

But  he  thought  it  unwise  to  take  more  than  a  dozen 
with  him,  so  he  left  it  to  Charlie  to  select  them,  while  he 
went  to  Anna  and  Eloise  and  again  questioned  them  as  to 
when  they  had  last  seen  Arietta. 

But  they  could  tell  him  nothing  more  than  they  had  at 
first,,  so  the  theory  he  himself  had  advanced  was  the  only 
one  he  had  to  work  on. 

A  few  minutes  later  he  was  riding  out  of  the  mining 
camp  of  North  Boulder  with  fourteen  men  behind  him. 

Cheyenne  Charlie  and  Jim  Dart  were  two  of  them,  of 
course,  and  the  others  were  trusted  fellows,  who  would 
as  soon  fight  as  eat. 

They  rode  at  a  swift  pace,  and  when  the  lights  of  the 
town  came  in  sight,  Wild  called  them  to  a  halt. 

“Now,  then,”  said  he,  acting  as  coolly  as  though  he  was 
merely  at  the  head  of  a  party  who  were  going  to  give  a  sur¬ 
prise  to  some  friend,  “I  would  like  you  all  to  ride  into 
town  in  ones  and  twos.  I  have  an  idea  that  the  people 
who  hang  out  at  the  Cloven  Hoof  did  this  thing.  I  want 
one  of  you  to  go  in  that  saloon  and  find  out  if  the  little  chap 
called  Cherry  is  there.  Who  will  it  be?” 

“Me,  Mr.  West!”  exclaimed  Shadow,  who  was  one  of  the 
party. 

“All  right.  You  can  do  it.  When  you  have  found  out 
you  can  come  out  and  meet  me  in  the  rear  of  the  saloon. 
The  rest  of  you,  except  Charlie  and  Jim,  who  will  stay  with 
me,  can  remain  within  the  sound  of  a  pistol  shot  of  the 
saloon.  When  you  hear  two  quick  shots  you  will 
know  that  I  want  you,  either  because  I  need  you  to  help 
fight,  or  that  I  have  found  Miss  Murdock,  and  am  ready 
to  start  for  home.  Do  you  understand  ?” 

“We  do,”  came  the  answer. 

“All  right,  then.  Now,  don't  any  of  you  go  into  a  place 
and  say  a  word  about  there  being  a  girl  missing  from  the 
camp.  The  least  thing  might  spoil  it  all,  as,  if  these  fel¬ 
lows  are  the  ones  who  stole  her,  they  are  liable  to  have 
friends  about,  waiting  to  hear  if  there  is  anybody  looking 


for  her.  Now,  then,  away  to  your  duties,  boys,  and  when 
we  find  my  sweetheart  and  get  safely  back  to  the  Nugget 
Hotel,  I’ll  tell  you  how  I  am  going  to  reward  you  for  help¬ 
ing  me  to-night.” 

A  subdued  cheer  came  from  the  men  at  this. 

Then  they  scattered  and  rode  off  to  do  exactly  as  they 
had  been  directed. 

Wild  and  his  two  partners  rode  behind  the  saloon  across 
the  vacant  lot  that  adjoined  it. 

There  was  nothing  strange  about  this,  as  there  was  a 
regular  path  there,  so  those  who  saw  them  go  that  way 
from  the  street  could  but  think  that  they  were  going  to 
put  up  their  horses  in  the  shed. 

Before  he  made  another  move  our  hero  wanted  to  hear 
the  report  Shadow  would  make. 

They  dismounted  and  tied  their  horses  among  some  trees 
well  back  from  the  shed  and  other  outbuildings  connected 
with  the  saloon. 

.  Then  they  waited,  Wild  growing  more  anxious  as  the 
minutes  flitted  by. 

It  must  have  been  a  full  quarter  of  an  hour  before  they 
saw  a  man  coming  that  way. 

When  he  got  a  little  nearer  they  could  easily  tell  that  it 
was  Shadow.. 

His  lanky  form  could  not  be  mistaken. 

“Well?”  asked  Wild,  as  he  found  them. 

“Ther  boss  of  ther  saloon  is  there,  an’  so  is  Bruce  Budd 
an’  some  of  ther  gang  what  travels  with  him,”  was  the 
reply. 

“And  Cherry  was  not  there,  eh?”  f 

“No;  but  I  heard  his  squealin’  voice,  though.” 

“You  did?” 

“Yes.  He  must  be  upstairs  in  fher  house.  1  heard  him 
yell  like  anything,  an’  then  a  door  slammed.” 

“Did  those  downstairs  make  a  move  when  that  hap¬ 
pened  ?” 

“Ther  feller  what  runs  ther  place  laughed,  an’  said  to 
Bruce  Budd  that  Cherry  couldn’t  be  giftin'  along  very 
smooth  in  his  love  affair.” 

“  He  did,  eh  ?  Wtell,  that  means  that  Miss  Murdock  is 
upstairs  in  that  house,  then  !” 

“That’s  jest  what  I  think,  Mr.  West;  but  I  thought  I 
wouldn’t  say  so  till  I  had  told  you  jest  what  I  had  found 
out.” 


“Well,  I  am  going  into  the  house  right  away,  and  I  am 
going  to  try  to  get  in  without  any  one  knowing  it.” 

“I  don't  know  how  you  will  be  able  to  do  it,  unless  you 
go  in  by  the  back  door.” 

“That  will  be  dangerous  work.  Wild,”  said  Jim.  “Sup¬ 
pose  Arietta  is  not  there,  after  all,  and  you  should  be  dis¬ 


covered  in  the  place?” 

1’hat  will  be  all  right  about  the  discovering  part. 


They  are  a  set  of  villains  who 
make  no  difference  if  they 
them  get  in  the  first  shot, 
tive,  now,  that  Et  is  th 
through  fire  and  water  for 


hang  out.  there,  and  it  would 
liscover  me.  I  won't  let 
arantee.  But  I  feel  posi- 
1  yon  know  1  would  jro 
am  going  in  that  house" 


“Well,  we’ll  go  with  you,  then,”  put  in  Charlie. 

“You  can,  if  you  like.” 

“Certainly  we  will!”  exclaimed  Jim. 

“Come  on,  then.  Shadow,  you  will  please  stay  here  and 
look  out  for  the  horses.” 

“All  right,  Mr.  West,”  answered  the  lanky  man. 

Wild  now  led  the  way  to  the  rear  of  the  house. 

He  felt  that  they  had  not  a  minute  to  spare. 

There  were  two  steps  that  led  up  to  a  back  door,  and  he 
was  trying  the  door  almost  before  his  companions  were 
aware  of  it. 

It  was  not  locked,  so  he  cautiously  opened  it  and  stepped 
inside. 

Just  as  he  did  so  the  stifled  cry  of  a  female  sounded 
right  near  him. 

It  was  -Arietta. 

|  “Hello,  Et!”  Young  Wild  West  whispered.  “Is  it 
|  you?” 

“Wild!” 

The  next  instant  she  was  in  the  arms  of  her  young  lover. 
The  next  minute  the  two  were  outside. 

“Tell  be  all  about  it,  little  one,”  said  our  hero,  as  he 
led  her  back  to  where  Shadow  was  watching  the  horses. 

She  did  so,  winding  up  by  saying: 

“I  had  not  been  locked  in  the  room  over  half  an  hour 
or  so  when  my  adorer  came  to  see  me.  He  was  still  attired 
in  his  stylish  rig,  and  he  was  smirking  like  a  monkey-faced 
idiot  when  he  came  in,  carrying  a  lantern. 

“I  had  been  in  the  dark  all  the  time,  you  know,  but, 
Wild,  I  wasn’t  so  much  afraid.  I  knew  you  would  be  able 
to  find  me  easily,  because  you  would  naturally  lay  it  to 
—^Cherry,  and  knowing  that  this  was  the  place  where  he  lives, 
you  would  surely  come  here  to  look  for  me. 

“Well,  my  hands  had  not  been  untied  yet,  though  the 
gag  had  slipped  from  my  mouth,  and  when  Cherry  saw 
that  he  seemed  much  pleased.  , 

“  ‘You  didn’t  yell  for  help,  hey?’  he  said.  ‘Well,  maybe 
you  have  concluded  to  be  my  bride  without  makin’  any 
.  trouble  ?’ 

“  ‘Won’t  you  untie  my  hands?’  I  asked,  not  paying  any 
attention  to  what  he  said. 

“  ‘Why,  certainly,’  the  little  fool  answered,  and  then  he 
did  so.  That  was  about  ten  minutes  ago,  or  maybe  less 
than  that,  and  when  I  found  my  hands  free  I  quickly  pulled 
out  my  revolver  and  covered  him. 

“I  made  him  hold  up  his  hands  till  1  looked  around  and 
found  a  heavy  stick  lying  on  the  floor.  I  picked  this  up, 
while  he  looked  at  me  in  a  dazed,  simple  manner.  I  was 
getting  desperate,  then,  Wild,  and  I  made  up  my  mind  that 
J  was  going  to  get  out  of  that  den. 

“I  raised  the  stick,  and  as  I  did  so  he  yelled  in  fear. 
But  that  did  not  stop  me,  and  I  brought  it  down  upon  his 
head  as  hard  as  I  could.  I  know  I  did  not  kill  him,  but 
he  dropped  to  the  floor  senseless,  just  the  same,  and  as  he 
fel!  he  struck  the  door  and  made  it  shut  with  a  slam. 

“ Then  1  thought  there  would  be  more  of  the  villains  up 
after  me,  so  1  changed  the  stick  to  my  left  hand  and  the 


revolver  to  my  right  and  waited  for  a  minute  or  two.  h 
took  the  lantern  he  brought  up  and  started  to  find  my  way 
downstairs. 

“But  I  had  not  gone  far  when  I  heard  men  walking 
through  the  hall  below.  Where  they  went  to  1  don’t  know, 
but  it  was  some  few  minutes  before  1  heard  the  last  one  go 
through.  Then  I  came  on  downstairs,  leaving  the  lantern 
at  the  top,  and  here  I  am.” 

“You  did  nobly,  little  one.  There  are  lots  of  men  who 
would  not  have  done  half  so  good.  You  are  the  bravest 
little  girl  that  ever  walked  on  prairie  grass,  and  there’s  no 
mistake  about  it,” 

“Well,  if  I  am  brave,  you  have  taught  me  to  be,”  was- 
the  reply. 

“That’s  right,  Arietta,”  spoke  up  Cheyenne  Charlie. 
“You  ain’t  ther  only  one,  either.” 

“There  was  never  anything  spoken  that  was  any  more 
true  than  that !”  Jim  Dart  declared. 

Then,  turning  to  our  hero,  he  added : 

“What  is  ther  next  move,  Wild?” 

“We  will  go  back  to  the  hotel.” 

“You  are  not  going  to  bother  with  Cherry  any  to-night, 
then?”  i  ,  ^ 

“No.  I  am  so  glad  that  Et  is  all  right  that  we  will 
let  the  little  scoundrel  and  his  friends  be  to-night.  The 
time  to  punish  them  will  come  soon  enough.” 

“Yes;  it’s  bound  to  come,”  said  Charlie,  grimly. 

“This  has  been  the  nfost  exciting  day  we  have  put  in  for 
some  time.  We  need  rest,  for  we  have  got  some  work 
ahead  of  us  to-morrow.  Et,  you  will  ride  with  me  on  the 
back  of  Spitfire.  I  hope  you  will  enjoy  the  ride  going  back 
better  than  you  did  when  you  came.” 

“I  think  I  shall,”  was  the  reply  from  the  girl,  who  had 
now  fully  recovered  herself  and  was  as  happy  as  a  lark. 

Shadow  had  been  listening  in  wonder  and  admiration, 
and  when  Wild  gave  the  word  to  mount,  he  exclaimed: 

“By  ther  great  boots  !  If  Young  Wild  West  is  ther  Boss 
Boy  of  Boulder,  he’s  got  a  gal  what’s  ther  boss  of  ther 
universe!  I’m  glad  that  I’ve  lived  to  meet  sifch  people  as 
3rou  are !” 

“That’s  all  right,  Shadow,”  laughed  Wild.  “There  are 
plenty  of  people  in  the  world  who  are  as  brave  as  we  ever 
dared  to  be.” 

“Well,  that  might  be  true;  but  I’ve  never  come  across 
any  of  ’em.” 

“Well,  come  on!  We  will  go  back  to  the  Nugget  Hotel 
now.” 

The  next  minute  the  four  horses  were  crossing  the  open 
lot. 

When  they  reached  the  street  Wild  fired  two  shots  from 
his  revolver  in  quick  succession. 

That  was  the  signal  agreed  upon  with  the  men,  and  in 
less  than  a  minute  they  came  from  all  directions. 

“It  is  all  right,”  said  Young  Wild  West,  when  he  found 
they  were  all  there.  “I  found  my  sweetheart.  We  will 
wait  till  to-morrow,  or  some  time  later,  to  punish  the  vil¬ 
lains  who  kidnapped  her.” 


The  two  shots  had  attracted  the  attention  of  several  on 
the  street,  but  when  they  saw  that  it  was  only  a  party  of 
friends  the  incident  was  soon  forgotten.  * 

Then  the  ride  back  to  the  mining  camp  of  North  Boulder 
began. 

They  reached  there  in  due  time,  and  then  before  they 
parted  with  the  volunteers  who  had  helped  them  out,  Wild 
said : 

“  Gentlemen,  we  are  now  the  owners  of  the  hidden  gold 
mine  Jim  Mitchell  owned.  We  are  going  to  open  it  to¬ 
morrow,  and  I  would  like  to  have  you  all  help  us.  I  prom¬ 
ise  you  that  you  will  all  get  a  share  of  what  is  taken  from 
it,  whether  it  be  little  or  much.  There  will  be  some  fight¬ 
ing  over  the  mine  before  we  are  through  with  it,  as  Bruce 
Budd  is  determined  to  get  the  gold  he  shot  a  man  in  the 
back  for.  Come  around  in  the  morning,  and  we  will  go 
over  to  this  mine.” 


CHAPTER  IX. 

THE  SPOT  IS  FOUND  AND  THE  CAVE  OPENED. 

* 

Our  friends  slept  as  soundly  and  peacefully  that  night 
as  though  nothing  had  happened  out  of  the  ordinary  during 
the  dav. 

The  next  morning  at  eight  they  had  eaten  breakfast,  and 
were  ready  to  go  to  the  mine  they  expected  to  find. 

Shadow  and  the  rest  of  the  men  who  had  been  with  them 
the  night  before,  came  around,  mounted  on  their  horses, 
armed  and  equipped  for  business. 

There  had  been  just  enough  of  a  mystery  about  the  man 
who  had  been  slain  to  make  them  anxious  to  find  out  where 
the  great  vein  of  gold  was  that  rumor  said  he  had  struck. 

And  now  they  were  going  to  find  it ! 

“Give  me  the  chart,  Et,”  said  Wild,  before  they  started. 
“We  had  better  look  at  it  again.  I  want  to  make  sure  of 
something  before  I  head  for  the  place.” 

He  spread  out  the  roughly  made  chart  when  Arietta 
handed  it  to  him,  and  after  carefully  studying  the  direc¬ 
tion,  read  the  following  again : 

“Deep  gully;  nine  feet  to  the  right  of  where  the  brook 
flows  underground  is  a  big  black  rock.  A  crowbar  will 
move  this  from  mouth  of  cave.  Rich  vein  of  virgin  gold 
here.” 

“Ell  bet  you  knew  all  what  you  have  read,”  said  his 
sweetheart.  “I  have  got  the  whole  thing  on  my  mind,  and 
1  think  I  could  draw  a  chart  that  would  be  so  near  like  this 
one  that  the  place  could  be  found  from  it,  without  so  much 
as  looking  at  this  one  again.” 

“Well,  you  have  got  a  pretty  good  head  on  you,  Et.  No 
doubt  you  could  do  what  you  say,  but  you  might  make  a 
mistake,  you  know.  I  just  wanted  to  look  at  the  paper  so 
1  would  be  sure  of  finding  the  place  without  referring  to  it 
in  the  presence  of  the  men  we  are  going  to  take  with  us. 
We  will  stake  out  a  claim  in  the  gully  so  as  to  take  in  the 
place  where  the  brook  flows  underground,  and  that  part* 
where  the  cave  is.  Then  we  will  all  start  in  at  digging, 
and  the  mouth  of  the  cave  will  be  found  accidentally  by 


one  of  us;  we  will  make  it  appear  as  though  it  was  ac¬ 
cidental.” 

“I  see,  Wild.  You  know  just  what  you  are  doing.  I 
could  not  make  a  suggestion  if  I  wanted  to.” 

Our  hero  soon  told  Charlie  and  Jim  of  what  he  proposed 
to  do,  and  they  thought  it  was  the  best  way. 

“Before  we  start  in  diggin’,  when  we  git  to  ther  place,” 
said  the  scout,  “I  want  to  say  a  few  words  to  ther  men. 
Ell  tell  'em  that  Young  Wild  West’s  Million  in  Gold  is  sup¬ 
posed  to  be  located  on  that  spot  somewhere,  an’  that  they 
are  there  to  help  him  find  it;  also,  that  I  think  there’s 
more’n  two  millions  there,  an’  what’s  over  shall  be  divided. 
How  will  that  do?”  'Aw 

“Couldn’t  be  better,  Charlie.  I’ll  leave  it  to  you.  You 
might  say,  though,  that  if  we  don’t  find  anything,  and  the 
thing  has  been  a  hoax,  that  they  will  be  paid  fo'r  all  the 
time  they  have  lost.” 

“That's  it!”  exclaimed  Jim.  “Don’t  let  them  think 
that  they  are  losing  their  time  for  nothing.” 

“Well,  I’ll  do  that,  then.” 

It  now  being  all  settled,  they  all  came  out  of  the  house 
and  mounted  their  horses. 

The  waiting  twelve  men  took  off  their  hats  and  gave  a 
rousing  cheer  for  the  Boss  Boy  of  Boulder  and  his  plucky 
sweetheart,  who  was  not  afraid  of  all  the  cowboys  in 
creation ! 

The  nickname  Shadow  had  given  Young  Wild  West  was 
liable  to  stick  to  him  as  long  as  he  remained  in  Boulder 
County,  it  seemed. 

It  appeared  to  be  a  fitting  appelation,  and  sounded  all 
right  to  those  who  knew  him. 

When  the  party  struck  out  for  the  point  marked  down 
on  the  chart  Wild  and  his  partners  were  keeping  a  sharp 
lookout  for  some  signs  of  Bruce  Budd  and  his  gang. 

He  knew  they  would  be  watching  his  movements  as  a  cat 
watches  a  mouse. 

Wild  did  not  care  if  they  followed  them  and  found  where 
the  lode  was  located;  he  could  not  keep  that  a  secret  from 
any  one  very  long. 

The*  reason  Jim  Mitchell  had  kept  it  a  secret  was  be¬ 
cause  he  never  worked  it,  but  simply  took  out  enough  gold 
at  odd  times  to  pay  his  expenses. 

He  had  been  a  very  eccentric  man,  anyhow,  so  those  who 
had  known  him  said. 

As  soon  as  he  found  the  lode  and  got  things  in  working 
order,  \oung  Wild  West  intended  to  give  the  villainous 
outlaws  a  turn. 

The  kidnapping  of  Arietta  must  not  go  unpunished,  even 
if  she  was  a  prisoner  but  a  short  time. 

Such  doings  would  not  be  tolerated  by  the  good  citizens 
of  Boulder,  anyway,  and  had  they  known  what  had  Hap¬ 
pened  they  would  have  tom  down  the  Cloven  Hoof  saloon 
in  short  order,  and  probably  shot  or  hung  Cherry  and  the 
men  who  assisted  him  in  the  daring  steal. 

But  \\  ild  was  in  no  particular  hurry, 

Bruce  Budd  was  a  marked  man,  anyway,  and  as  soon  as 
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the  young  Prince  of  the  Saddle  said  the  word  a  hundred 
men  would  be  on  the  track  of  the  murderer. 

.All  was  needed  was  a'little  eloquence  on  the  good  points 
of  the  man  who  had  been  shot,  and  the  crowd  would  be 

stirred. 


W  ild  and  Arietta  rode  along  at  the  head  of  the  column 
just  as  though  they  knew  perfectly  where  they  were  going. 

And  the  truth  was  that  they  were  not  confident  that  they 
would  find  any  such  place  at  all. 

We  say  not  confident,  but  that  can  hardly  express  it,  for 
while  they  believed  what  the  dying  miner  had  said,  they 
thought  that  it  was  possible  that  he  had  overestimated  the 

value  of  the  lode.  / 

The  distance  was  not  far  from  the  mining  camp,  ac¬ 
cording  to  the  chart, 'and  they  soon  came  to  a  gully  that 
Wild  thought  must  be  the  right  one. 

He  called  a  halt  here,  'and  then  dismounting  he  ascended 
to  a  high  point  of  rock  and  took  a  survey  of  the  land. 

“This  is  the  spot,  he  thought.  “Right  down  this  gully 
we  will  find  the  place  where  the  brook  goes  underground. 
;i  ‘Now  for  the  million  in  gold !” 

He  was  just  going  to  descend  to  where  the  party  .awaited 
him  when  he  suddenly  caught  sight  of  a  man  as  he  crept 
around  an  angle  of  rock  a  few  yards  away. 

“Ah!”  he  muttered,  “s'o  they  are  here,  are  they?  Well, 
they  had  better  be  mighty  careful  how  they  act.  I  have 
bullets  waiting  for  some  of  the  scoundrels  in  Bruce  Bndd’s 


gang 


!” 


“AVe  will  proceed  down  this  gully  a  little  ways,”  he  said, 
when  he  got  down  to  the  level  belpw.  “We  have  found  the 

spot  all  right !” 

Not  a  word  did  he  say  of  the  man  he  had  seen  to  any 
one  but  Charlie  and  Jim. 


Dowrn  the  gully  they  rode  two  abreast. 

When  perhaps  a  hundred  yards  had  been  traversed  they 
came  to  a  brook  that  trickled  from  the  rocks  above  and 
ran  along  through  the  center  of  the  gully. 

Following  the  stream  they  soon  came  to  a  spot  where  it 
shifted  from  the  middle  of  the  gully  and  flowed  under¬ 
ground  through  an  opening  that  looked  like  the  mouth  of 

a  small  cave. 

Our  six  friends  made  a  quick  survey  of  the  place,  and 
-  then  they  looked  at  each  other. 

The  spot  tallied  exactly  with  the  description  given  on  the 

chart. 


There  was  the  big  black  rock  just  about  three  yards 
from  the  place  where  the  stream  lost  itself  underground. 

The  gully  widened  into  a-  sort  of  basin  right  here,  and 
off  to  the  right  wars  a  level  stretch  of  a  hundred  yards  or 

more. 

The  big  black  rock  ^vas  at  the  bottom  of  a  short  descent 
.  that  projected  out  about  twenty  feet  from  the  face  of  a 

cliff. 

“Here  we  are!”  exclaimed  Young  Wild  West.  “Now, 
\i.‘u  trike  in  at  pro- poet ing,  and  let’s  see  who  finds  the 


The  men  lost  no  time  in  dismounting  and  getting  ready 
for  business. 

They  had  picks  and  shovels  and  pans  with  them,  and 
;  knowing  that  Jim  Mitchell  had  struck  it  rich,  and  that  if 
this  was  really  the  spot,  there  must  be  lots  of  nuggets  to  be 
found,  they  struck  in  with  a  will. 

The  ladies  entered  into  the  spirit  of  the  thing,  too,  and 
for  the  next  two  hours  it  was  more  like  a  search  for  some¬ 
thing  that  had  been  lost  than  anything  else. 

But  at  the  end  of  that  time  not  ten  cents’  worth  of  gold 
had  been  found. 

Then  it  was  that  Cheyenne  Charlie  called  up  the  men 
and  gave  them  the  little  speech  he  had  been  fixing  up  in 
bis  mind  all  the  morning. 

When  he  had  told  them  all  he  had  to  say  they  seemed  to 
be  pleased. 

“Boys,”  said  Shadow,  stepping  out  and  taking  off  his 
hat,  “if  there’s  a  million  in  gold  anywhere  around  here, 
there’s  sartinly  more !” 

“That’s  right!”  came  the  answer. 

“But  we  ain’t  found  it  yet.” 

“No.” 

“An’  if  we  don’t  find  it,  we  git*paid  for  onr  time,  any¬ 
way.” 

“That’s  what  he  said.” 

“An’  if  we  do  find  it,  we  git  a  whole  lot  more.” 

“That’s  it.”  -  r* 

“Well,  we  can't  lose  either  way,-  then,  kin  we?” 

“No.” 

“Then  hooray  for  ther  Boss  Boy  of  Boulder,  I  say!” 

When  the  cheering  had  subsided  Wild  stepped  out  be- 
-  ' 

fore  the  men. 

“Boys,”  began  he,  “don’t  get  discouraged  because  you 
haven’t  found  anything  yet.  The  gold  is  here,  or  else  a 
dying  man  told  us  an  untruth  without  there  being  a  cause 
for  him  to  do  it.  You  all  know  that  such  is  not  apt  to  hap¬ 
pen.  When  a  man  knows  his  last  hour  on  earth  has  ar¬ 
rived,  what  he  says  of  his  own  free  will  is  apt  to  be  theV 
truth.  Jim  Mitchell,  with  his  dying  breath,  told  us  that 
right  here  there  was  a  hidden  lode  that  would  pan  out  mil¬ 
lions  in  a  very  short  time.  Now,  then,  I  am  going  to 
stay  here  for  a  while.  I  want  you  all  to  stop  prospecting 
now,  and  get  to  work  at  cutting  down  some  of  the  pines 
around  here.  I  am  going  to  build  a  sort  of  log  shed  right 
here  over  this  black  rock,  so  we  can  stow  our  tools  and 
supplies  in  it.  At  least  ten  of  us  must  stay  here  all  the 
time,  for  Bruce  Budd  and  his  gang  are  after  this  lode,  as 
well  as  we  are.  The  only  difference  is  that  they  want  to 
take  it  by  force,  while  we  want  it  because  Jim  Mitchell 
gave  it  to  us.  Jump  in  lively,  now,  and  cut  down  some 
of  the  trees.” 

They  had  axes  with  them,  and  not  waiting  a  minute,  the 
men  got  at  work. 

The  trees  were  felled  and  turned  into  logs  in  short  order, 
and  then  Wild  superintended  the  building  of  a  shed. 

They  worked  till  noon  without  rest,  a  ill  then  after  they 
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from  the  mining  camp,  they  got  in  and  finished  the  job. 

Wild  wanted  the  shed  built  for  two  purposes. 

It  would  protect  them  in  case  they  were  attacked  by  the 
outlaws,  and  it  would  cover  the  black  stone,  so  he  could 
work  at  it  and  turn  it  over  at  the  same  time. 

He  did  not  intend  to  keep  the  finding  of  the  gold  from 

« 

the  men,  but  he  thought  it  best  that  it  should  be  found  by 
him  and  his  companions. 

If  any  of  the  men  were  by  when  the  cave  was  opened 
thev  would  certainly  claim  an  equal  share  of  v/hat  was  in  it. 

It  was  about  four  in  the  afternoon,  when  the  men  had 
resumed  prospecting  in  the  gully,  and  no  one  was  near  the 
shed  but  his  two  partners  and  the  girls. 

The  latter,  tired  from  their  search  for  nuggets,  were 
seated  on  the  ground,  at  the  mouth  of  the  shed,  sorting  out 
the  wild  flowers  they  had  gathered. 

Young  Wild  West  caught  the  eyes  of  Charlie  and  Jim, 
and  then  picking  up  a  crowbar,  he  walked  under  the  shed 
to  the  big  black  rock. 

He  felt  the  rock  carefully  over  with  his  hand,  while  his 
partners  waited  with  breathless  interest. 

The  next  minute  he  found  a  place  where  the  end  of  the 
bar  would  go  in,  and  then  he  placed  it  there  and  gave  a 
quick  twist. 

What  had  appeared  to  be  a  big  black  rock  was  only  a 
slab  of  a  few’  inches  in  thickness,  and  it  fell  over  and 
dropped  to  the  ground  with  a  light  thud  that  could  not  be 
heard  ten  feet,  hardly. 

Then,  sure  enough,  they  beheld  the  mouth  of  a  cave  be¬ 
fore  them. 

/ 

It  was  dark  as  pitch  inside,  so  Wild  knelt  on  the  ground 
and  struck  a  match. 

Jim  and  Charlie  crouched  on  either  side  of  him,  and 
then  all  three  peered  into  the  cave. 

The  sight  that  met  them  was  a  dazzling  one. 

One  entire  side  of  the  cave  had  all  the  appearance  of 
being  composed  of  virgin  gold ! 


CHAPTER  X. 

CHERRY  IS  WHIPPED  IN  PUBLIC. 

“What  do  you  think  of  that,  boys?”  Wild  asked,  as  he 
turned  to  his  partners. 

“Gee!”  gasped  Cheyenne  Charlie. 

“That  beats  anything  I  ever  saw!”  ejaculated  Jim  Dart. 

“Does  look  nice,  don't  it?  Just  call  the  girls.” 

Jim  did  so  as  soon  as  he  could  recover  from  his  astonish¬ 
ment  at  the  sudden  sight. 

Arietta  led  the  way  into  the  shed. 

The  next  minute  Wild  had  lighted  a  lantern  and  crept, 
into  the  cave,  and  they  all  had  a  chance  to  see  what  the  vein 
of  virgin  gold  looked  like. 

The  rays  of  the  lantern  fell  upon  it,  and  made  it  shine 
with  a  glow  of  fire. 

And  the  glare  was  almost  a  blood  red,  too. 

Gold  in  its  natural  state  is  not  the  color  it  assumes  when 
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It  is  more  of  a  dull  reddish-yellow  color. 

But  this  vein  was  so  full  of  the  precious  metal  that  it 
glowed  and  sparkled  under  the -rays  of  the  lantern  like  a 
smattering  of  diamonds  embedded  in  a  slab  of  rock. 

For  the  space  of  half  a  minute  the  six  looked  at  the  ex¬ 
traordinary  sight  without  saying  a  word. 

Then  Young  Wild  West  broke  the  silence. 

“I  guess  we  will  be  able  to  get  our  Million  in  Gold  out 
of  that  lode!”  he  exclaimed.  “What  do  you  all  think  of 
it,  any  way?” 

“It  is  the /greatest  sight  I  ever  laid  eyes  on !”  said  Anna. 

Eloise  shook  her  head,  as  though  she  could  hardly  believe 
what  she  saw. 

“If  it  is  gold,”  said  she,  “there  must  be  more  than  a  mil¬ 
lion  dollars'  worth  there!” 

“It  is  gold,”  spoke  up  Arietta,  in  a  decisive  tone.  “I 
have  seen  it  in  smaller  quantities,  and  I  cannot  be  deceived. 

1  can’t  understand  why  that  man  was  foolish  enough  to 
leave  all  this.” 

“He  certainly  could  not  have  been  right  in  the  head,” 
answered  Wild. 

“Are  you  going  to  let  the  men  have  a  look  at  this?” 
asked  Jim,  a  few  minutes  later,  when  they  had  crept  in¬ 
side  and  broken  off  a  few  chunks  of  the  gold. 

“Certainly,”  was  the  reply.  “There  is  enough  here  for 
all  hands.  If  we  get  a  million  out  of  it  we  ought  to  be 
satisfied,  and  we  can  do  that  in  a  few  davs,  bv  the  looks 
of  it.  I  shall  go  and  call  the  men  at  once.” 

He  was  as  good  as  his  word,  too,  for  stepping  out  from 
under  the  shed,  he  gave  a  whistle  that  could  be  heard  far- 
and  near. 

Then  he  fired  a  shot  from  his  revolver. 

That  was  enough. 

The  twelve  men  came  running  in  from  all  directions. 

They  were  somewhat  alarmed  at  the  sudden  call,  but 
when  d  oung  Wild  West  took  up  one  of  the  larger  lumps  of 
gold  that  had  been  knocked  from  the  interior  of  the  cave 
and  held  it  up  in  his  hands,  they  knew  why  they  had  been 
called. 

“Boys,”  said  he,  “I  have  found  the  million  in  gold! 
Come,  and  I  will  show  it  to  von.” 

Y  ith  exclamations  of  delight  and  amazement,  the  men 
surged  for  the  shed. 

^  ou  can  t  all  see  it  at  one  time,  as  the  place  where 
it  is  won  t  hold  over  half  a  dozen  at  a  time.  Now,  then, 
take  it  easy.  The  stuff  is  here  all  right.” 

I  hen  he  showed  them,  three  or  four  at  a  time,  the  in¬ 
terior  of  the  cave. 

As  nearly  all  of  them  had  been  working  in  hard  luck  for 

a  long  time,  the  sight  was  like  a  vision  of  the  Arabian 
Nights  to  them. 

Pheies  more  stuff  in  that  poeket  than  there  is  in  all 
thci  mines  in  (her  camp  put  together!"  cried  Shadow,  with 
distended  eves. 


1  hat  ain  t  a  pocket :  that  s  a  lode,"  corrected  one  of  the 
men,  f blowing  his  hat  in  the  air.  “Bovs,  1  reckon  wo 


It  ho  nliien  jitinnr  on  nmir  .nm,  , 


West.  As  Shadder  says,  he's  tlier  Boss  Boy  of  Boulder,' 
an'  he's  got  his ‘Million  in  Gold  right  in  his  clutches.! 
Hooray  for  everybody,  I  say!” 

W  lule  the  men  were  cheering  themselves  hoarse  a  crack¬ 
ing  noise  sounded  from  a  tree  above  them,  and  down  came 
a  diminutive  form,  right  in  their  midst. 

,  For  an  instant  a  hush  came  over  all  hands,  for  that 
which  had  happened  so  unexpectedly  was  startling. 

Pretty  Arietta  Murdock  was  the  first  to  find  the  use  of 
her  tongue. 

o 

“It's  Cherry,  or  I’ll  never  speak  another  word!”  she 

cried. 

Then  all  hands  saw7  that  she  had  spoken  the  truth. 

The  little  villain  had  been  in  the  tree  listening  to  all 
that  was  said  below  him. 

The  limb  he  was  clinging  to  had  broken  and  let  him 
down  right  among  his  enemies. 

Cheyenne  Charlie  leaped  forward  with  the  quickness  of 

a  cat. 

“You  little  imp !”  he  exclaimed,  seizing  the  villain  by  the 
collar.  “I  said  ther  next  time  I  got  hold  of  you  I  was 
goin'  to  shake  you.  Now7  here  goes !” 

The  scout  had  both  hands  on  him  now7,  and  the  way  he 
shook  the  little  villain  was  startling,  indeed. 

“Take  his  weapons  from  him  and  tie  him  up,”  said  Wild 

quietly. 

Willing  hands  soon  did  this,  and  a  few  minutes  later 
Cherry  wras  securely  bound  to  a  tree. 

“When  you  get  so  you  can  talk  just  let  me  know,”  said 
Young  Wild  West.  “You  are  about  the  most  insignificant 
specimen  of  mankind  I  ever  met,  and  I  want  you  to  bear  in 
mind  that  unless  you  answer  me  truthfully  I  will  shoot  off 
the  top  of  your  head !” 

Charlie  and  Jim  were  watching  out  for  a  sign  of  the 
rascal’s  friends. 

But  though  they  looked  carefully  above  on  either  side, 
they- did  not  catch  a  glimpse  of  a  man. 

Pretty  soon  Cherry  started  to  speak. 

“Have  mercy  on  me!”  was  the  first  thing  intelligible  to 
come  from  his  lips. 

“Now,  then,  what  w7ere  you  doing  up  in  that  tree?” 
Young  Wild  West  asked,  sternly. 

“I  jist  climbed  up  it  to  see  w7hat  w7as  goin’  on  down 
here,”  wras  the  trembling  reply.” 

“Well,  what  did  you  learn  by  climbing  into  the  tree?” 

“I  learned  that  it  wrould  be  best  not  to  do  it  ag’in,  even 
if  I  got  ther  chance,”  replied  the  wretch. 

“Where  is  Bruce  Budd?” 

“In  town,  1  guess.” 

“You  only  guess  that.  Are  you  sure  he  is  not  around 
here,  pretty  close  by.” 

“I  ain’t  sure.” 


“I  reckon  they’d  like  to,”  wras  the  meek  reply. 

“Well,  they  never  will,  for  if  they  don’t  leave  this  vic¬ 
inity  inside  of  twenty-four  hours  I  will  lead  a  band  of 
men  that  will  hunt  them  till  there  is  not  one  of  them  left 
living.  Do  you  hear  what  I  say?” 

“Yes;  I  hear  you.  But  say!  You  ain’t  got  no  right  to 
hunt  them  fellers.  They  ain’t  done  nothin’  to  you.” 

“You  haven’t  done  anything,  either,  have  you?” 

“Well,  you’ve  got  me,  ain’t  you?” 

“Yes;  we  have  got  you,”  he  said,  after  a  pause.  “And 
I  must  say  that  I  hardly  know  what  to  do  with  you,  as  I 
am  not  the  sort  to  take  the  life  of  a  prisoner.” 

At  this  the  eyes  of  Cherry  lighted  up  with  a  glow  of 
hope. 

“Let  me  go,  won’t  you?”  he  asked,  pleadingly. 

“I  will  make  terms  with  him,  Wild!”  exclaimed  Arietta, 
stepping  up.  “Let  me,  please.” 

“Why,  what  terms  do  you  want  to  make  with  him,  Et?” 
was  the  question  our  hero  asked  of  his  sweetheart. 

“Well,  let  him  agree  to  fight  a  duel  with  me,  with  whips 
for  weapons.  I  feel  like  thrashing  him  till  he  can’t  stand.” 

Our  three  friends  broke  into  a  laugh  at  this,  and  the 
twelve  men  joined  them. 

The  proposition  was  a  novel  one,  and  after  a  moment’s 
thought  Young  Wild  West  told  Et  to  go  ahead  and  have  it 
as  she  wanted  it. 

“All  right,”  said  the  girl,  with  flashing  eyes.  “Charlie, 
just  cut  two  stout  whips,  will  you?” 

“You  bet  1  will!”  was  the  reply,  and  there  being  plenty 
growing  about  he  soon  had  them. 

“Now,  untie  the  little  wretch!”  said  Arietta, 

“Do  you  understand  this?”  Wild  asked  him.  “The 
golden-haired  girl  you  fell  in  love  with  yesterday  is  going 
to  fight  a  duel  with  you.  When  it  is  fought  and  won  you 
are  to  make  tracks  from  here  as  fast  as  your  legs  will  carry 
vou.” 

V 

“I  understand,”  and  then  Cherry  shrugged  his  shoulders 
as  Charlie  handed  him  one  of  the  whips. 

Then  Arietta  stepped  up  to  administer  the  punishment 
that  he  was  so  deserving  of. 

“I  can’t  hit  you  back!”  cried  the  little  wretch,  his  eyes 
lighting  up  when  he  looked  upon  the  charming  picture  the 
angered  girl  made.  “I  can’t  hit  sich  a  beauty  as  you,  in¬ 
deed  I - ” 

That  seemed  to  be  the  signal  for  the  curious  duel  to  be¬ 
gin,  for  Arietta  brought  her  whip  down  upon  his  shoulder 
with  such  force  that  he  uttered  a  groan,  and  started  to  run 
away. 

But  the  fnen  quickly  hustled  him  back,  and  then  he  stood 
there  vainly  endeavoring  to  shield  himself  from  the  blows 
that  were  showered  upon  him. 

Swish !  Swish  !  Swish  ! 


“I  thought  not.  Now,  tell  me  how  many  men  are  with 

him  ?” 

“Tnere-  nine  of  ’em,  altogether.” 

“And  they  want  to  get  hold  of  the  mine  that  belonged  j 

to  the  man  Bruce  Budd  killed?”  | 


Arietta  laid  on  the  whip  with  the  ease  and  accuracy  of 
an  old-time  schoolmarm. 

And  as  though  it  were  really  a  boy  getting  whipped  in 
school,  Cherry  began  to  bellow  like  a  big  calf,  but  never 
once  striking  back  at  the  girl. 


Finally  he  sank  to  the  ground,  groaning  with  pain. 
Then  she  ceased,  and  throwing  away  the  whip,  walked 
to  the  shed. 

Just  then  half  a  dozen  rifle  shots  rang  out,  and  one  of 
the  men  dropped  with  a  bullet  in  his  arm ! 


CHAPTER  XI. 

CONCLUSION. 

The  attack  upon  our  friends  was  so  unexpected  that  they 
were  at  a  loss  as  to  where  the  shots  had  been  fired  from  at 

first. 

/ 

“GeP to  cover  boys!”  cried  Young  Wild  West.  “Bruce 
Budd  has  opened  his  game,  and  now  we  will  play  it  with 
him  to  the  finish  !” 

Just  then  he  caught  sight  of  a  puff  of  smoke  from  a 
craggy  projection  off  to  the  left. 

A  report  sounded  almost  at  the  same  time,  and  the  bullet 
buried  itself  in  one  of  the  logs  the  shed  had  been  con¬ 
structed  of. 

But  Young  Wild  West’s  eagle  eyes  saw  something  else 
beside  the  puff  of  smoke. 

It  was  a  portion  of  the  body  of  the  man  who  had  fired 
the  shot. 

Crack ! 

The  boy’s  rifle  spoke,  and  then  all  hands  saw  a  man 
come  tumbling  down  from  the  crag,  and  fall  with  a  splash 
into  the  brook  below. 

“A  wonderful  shot!”  exclaimed  Shadow,  who  was  try¬ 
ing  his  best  to  catch  sight  of  one  of  the  villains  who  were 
attacking  them  from  cover. 

Cherry  now  came  crawling  into  their  midst. 

He  evidently  thought  it  was  best  to  remain  with  his 
enemies  just  then. 

“I  thought  you  was  told  to  git  out?”  Cheyenne  Charlie 
said. 

“I’m  afraid  I  might  git  shot  by  mistake,”  was  the  reply. 
“Won’t  you  let  me  stay  here  till  ther  fightin’  is  over?” 

“He  wants  to  be  the  first  one  al^  the  gold  mine  when  we 
are  beaten  and  done  for,”  spoke  up  Jim,  with  a  laugh. 

But  the  little  man  kept  right  on  crawling  for  cover,  not 
heeding  what  was  said. 

He  never  stopped  till  he  got  inside  the  cave  of  gold. 

“Let  him  stay  in  there  and  have  a  look  at  what  is  there,” 
remarked  Wild.  “That  is  all  the  good  it  will  do  him.” 

“Humph !”  grunted  Cheyenne  Charlie,  “ther  little  coyote 
is  ther  worst  one  of  ther  lot,  I  think.  If  I  was  you,  Wild, 
I’d  send  him  over  to  them  fellers  to  tell  ’em  that  if  they 
don’t  quit  shootin’  we’ll  make  mince-meat  of  ’em.” 

Our  hero  thought  a  while,  and  then  came  to  the  con¬ 
clusion  that  it  would  be  a  good  idea  to  do  this. 

“Come  out  here,  Cherry!”  he  called,  kneeling  before  the 
mouth  of  the  cave. 

In  something  like  a  minute  the  little  rascal  came  creep¬ 
ing  out. 

“What  is  it,  sir?”  he  asked,  meekly. 

“l  want  you  to  go  over  to  those  friends  of  yours  right 
away.  Tell  Bruce  Budd  that  unless  he  withdraws  his  men 


inside  of  fen  minutes  and  lets  us  alone,  we  will  come  up 
there  and  put  the  finishing  touch  to  the  whole  lot  of  them.’ 

“Yes,  sir.”  » 

“  You  may  tell  him  anything  else  you  like,  but  don't  for¬ 
get  to  tell  him  what  I  said.” 

“I  won’t  sir.”  v.'  ,  Y 

“Then  be  off  with  you  at  once.” 

“Ivin  I  git  my  hat  an’  boots  first?” 

“Yes;  but  hurry  up.” 

“They  won’t  shoot  me;  do  you  think  they  will?” 

“A  good  thing  if  they  did,”  muttered  Charlie. 

Since  losing  one  of  their  men  the  hiding  gang  had  been 
strangely  quiet,  and  when  Cherry  sneaked  out  and  picked 
up  his  boots  and  put  then!  on,  none  of  them  ventured  to 
show  themselves. 

When  the  wretch  got  his  boots  on  and  had  picked  up  his 
hat,  he  at  once  started  down  the  gully  for  a  slope  where 
he  could  ascend  to  the  point  where  his  friends  were. 

Wild  and  his  companions  watched  him  with  interest. 

Pretty  soon  he  disappeared. 

“He  will  be  back 'again,  see  if  he  don’t,”  said  the  Young 
Prince  of  the  Saddle  a  minute  later. 

After  a  while  he  came  to  the  conclusion  that  it  would  not 
be  a  bad  idea  to  get  to  work  at  the  lode  in  the  cave. 

He  picked  out  three  men  and  sent  them  inside  with  Jim 
Dart  to  superintend  them. 

“Try  and  find  out  how  thick  the  layer  is,”  he  said. 

The  sound  of  the  picks  was  soon  heard,  the  men  working 
away  like  beavers. 

It  lacked  but  little  more  than  an  hour  from  sunset,  and 
Young  Wild  West  began  to  figure  as  to  what  was  the  best 
thing  to  be  done.  *  — 

“If  the  girls  were  only  safe,”  he  thought,  “it  would  be 
easy  enough.  W  ell,  the  chances  are  that  we  will  have  to 
remain  here  all  night,  so  the  only  thing  to  do  is  to  fix  up 
a  camp,  I  guess.” 

He  took  the  risk  of  walking  out  of  the  shed  after  he  had  jj 

made  a  survey  of  the  surrounding  country,  without  seeing 

anything  of  the  outlaw  gang. 

» 

But  they  were  not  far  away,  for  presently  he  saw  Cherry 
coming  back,  as  he  expected  he  would. 

The  little  man  carried  a  flag  of  truce  this  time,  showing 
that  he  was  not  quite  satisified  that  Young  Wild  West’s 
party  would  not  shoot  him  for  showing  up  again. 

Wild  walked  out  to  meet  him. 

“What  is  it?”  he  asked.  r 

(  aptain  Bruce  sent  me  to  tell  you  that  he  was  goin’ 
to  quit  an  leave  you  people  be,”  was  the  answer.  “He 
says  If  you  11  let  everything  drop  what’s  between  you  an' 
him  he'll  never  bother  you  ag'in.” 

All  right.  I  ell  him  1  will  agree  to  that,  providing  he 
makes  himself  scarce.  If  he  stays  around  this  section  ho 
uill  surely  wind  up  with  a  rope  airound  his  nock.  I 
couldn't,  stop  that,  and  1  wouldn’t  if  I  could.” 


u 


He  says  he's 


goin  to  lay  low  for  a  while.” 


“Well,  you  had  better  lav 
next  time  1  catch  you  in  any 

*  v 


low  for  a  while,  too.  The 
villainy  up  you  will  go!” 
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“All  right,  Mr.  West.  We  are  goin’  to  start  for  town 
right  away,  so  you  needn't  expect  to  be  bothered  by  Bruce 
Budd's  gang  any  more.” 

Cherry  uirned  and  walked  swiftly  back. 

Wild  watched  him  till  he  was  out  of  sight,  and  after 
marking  in  his  mind  the  spot  where  he  disappeared;  he 
went  back  to  the  log  shed. 

“Well,  how  did  you  make  out  with  ther  little  coyote?” 

the  scout  asked. 

Wild  told  them  just  what  had  been  said. 

“Do  you  believe  that?”  Jim  queried. 

‘‘Not  a  word  of  it.” 

“What  do  you  propose  to  do,  then?” 

“In  half  an  hour  from  now  I  will  take  six  men  with  me 
and  so  and  attend  to  them.  Bruce  Budd  and  his  villains 
will  be  waiting  for  us,  I  am  sure.,  Then  there  will  be  a 
fight,  and  the  matter  will  be  ^settled.” 

Arietta,  who  heard  this,  stepped  forward,  her  face  paling. 
“If  they  ambush  you,  Wild,  you  may  fall  by  a  bullet, 
with  no  chance  to  fight,”  she  said,  anxiously. 

“Oh,  no !  I  am  going  now  to  find  out  where  they  go  to 
ambush  us.” 


Then  he  turned  to  Jim  Dart,  and  added: 

“You  will  stay  here  with  the  girls  and  the  gold.  Charlie 
will  select  five  men  besides  himself,  and  be  ready  to  go  with 
;  me  when  I  come  back.  I  will  not  be  gone  longer  than 
|  twenty  minutes.”  % 

Young  Wild  West  suspected  the  spot  that  the  villains 
;  1  aid  hide,  if  they  really  did  mean  to  ambush  them. 

It  was  at  the  mouth  of  the  gully. 

Knowing  that  the  outlaws  had  left  the  place  where  they 
had  been  in  hiding,  either  to  go  to  the  town  or  to  wait  in 
ambush,  he  had  no  fears  of  being  seen  by  them. 

So,  without  any  further  instructions,  he  set  out. 

Wild  walked  rapidly,  and  in  five  minutes  he  was  close 
to  the  spot  where  he  thought  they  might  be. 

Then  he  began  climbing  up  the  side  of  the  gully. 

In  ve  minutes  more  he  had  reached  a  place  where  he 
could  see  clear  to  the  mouth  of  the  gully. 

And  he  had  no  sooner  looked  in  that  direction  than  he 
gave  a  nod  of  satisfaction. 

; '  There  were  the  villains,  sure  enough,  crouching  behind 
a  clump  of  rocks,  taking  things  easy,  apparently. 

Young  Wild  West  did  not  wait  more  than  a  minute. 

Then  he  made  his  way  down  into  the  gullv  and  hurried 
back  to  his  friends. 


Charlie  was  waiting  for  him  with  the  men  he  had  se¬ 
lected. 

“How  about  it?”  he  questioned. 

“It  is  all  right,”  was  the  reply.  “They  are  behind  a 
Uujop  of  rock.-;,  near  the  mouth  of  the  gully,  waiting  for  us. 

Come  on!” 

“Mounted  or  afoot?” 


“On  foot.  We  will  have  to  do  a  little  climbing,  as  we 

. •  to  take  them  by  surprise.” 

#  M  If  ll  '  1*1  * 


scout,  and  he  was  delighted  at  being  allowed  to  accompany 
them. 

The  seven  hurried  along  till  they  reached  the  place  where 
our  hero  had  climbed  up  from  the  gully. 

Then  Wild  led  the  way,  admonishing  them  to  be  as  noise¬ 
less  as  possible. 

In  a  few  minutes  they  were  where  they  could  all  see  the 
villains. 

The  gang  seemed  to  be  watching  up  the  gully. 

They  were  waiting  for  their  victims  to  come  along. 

Bruce  Budd  had  already  killed  one  man  in  order  to  get 
hold  of  the  gold  mine,  and  he  was  now  waiting  to  send  some 
more  to  eternity. 

The  greed  for  gold  was  the  predominating  thought  in 
him  now. 

The  villains  were  talking  in  low  tones  as  they  watched 
and  waited. 

Wild  wanted  to  hear  what  they  were  saying  before  he 
gave  them  the  surprise  he  had  in  store  for  them. 

He  told  the  men  to  follow  him,  and  then  he  began  creep¬ 
ing  down  toward  them. 

In  two  minutes  our  friends  were  within  twenty  yards  of 
them. 

Then  they  stopped  and  listened. 

“Oh!  they’ll  be  along  putty  soon,”  they  heard  the  ras¬ 
cally  little  Cherry  say.  “Young  Wild  West  believed  what 
I  said,  I  am  sure.” 

“It  might  be  that  he  didn’t,”  Bruce  Budd  answered. 
“He’s  a  putty  sharp  one,  I  reckon.” 

“But  he  ain’t  as  sharp  as  me,  though.  Remember!  I’m 
to  git  ther  golden-haired  gal  for  fixin’  up  this  scheme.” 

“An’  after  you  git  her  we’ll  all  watch  her  give  you  an¬ 
other  whippin’,”  laughed  the  rascally  leader  of  the  ga'ng. 

“No  sich  thing  as  tha+  will  occur.  Do  vou  know  one 
thing?” 

“What?” 

“I  didn’t  feel  that  whippin’  ther  gal  gave  me.  She 
looked  so  handsome  while  she  was  doin’  it  that  I  couldn’t 
think  of  th§r  blows  I  was  giftin’.  I’ll  tame  her  all  right, 
an’  I’ll  make  her  larn  to  love  me  afore  two  days.  When 
she  finds  out  what  a  head  I’ve  got  on  me  she  won’t  mind 
about  me  bein’  undersized.  It’s  brains  that  counts,  every 
time,  Bruce,  it’s  brains,  an’  nothin’  else.” 

Cheyenne  Charlie  raised  his  rifle  as  though  to  shoot  the 
little  scoundrel,  but  Young  Wild  West  stopped  him. 

“Wait!”  he  whispered,  “don’t  shoot  the  little  fool,  or 
any  of  the  rest  of  them,  unless  they  try  to  shoot  us.  Now 
for  the  surprise !” 

He  arose  at  that  moment,  and  with  leveled  rifle  started 
toward  the  men. 

The  others  followed  his  example. 

“Hello,  there!”  called  out  Wild,  suddenly.  “T  thought 
you  fellows  had  given  up  bothering  us  and  gone  to 
Boulder?” 

If  a  bomb  had  exploded  in  their  midst  the  villains  could 
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“Give  'em  fits,  boys !”  cried  Bruce  Budd,  recovering  him¬ 
self  quickly.  “It’s  a  fight  to  ther  finish,  now.  Give  it  to 
’em,  an’  remember  that  we  are  flightin’  for  a  million  in 
gold !” 

He  began  firing  before  the  words  were  fairly  out  of  his 
mouth,  and  then  a  bullet  from  Cheyenne  Charlie’s  rifle 
dropped  him. 

His  followers  did  not  run  though,  but  fired  a  badly  aimed 
volley. 

That  was  all  there  was  to  it,  for  Wild  did  not  try  to  stop 
the  men,  but  let  them  make  short  work  of  the  scoundrels. 

In  just  three  minutes  it  was  all  over. 

All  of  them  were  dead  or  badly  wounded. 

Among  the  latter  was  Cherry. 

He  had  received  a  bullet  in  the  left  knee,  but  instead  of 
begging  for  his  life  he  fought  like  a  rat  that  had  been 
cornered,  and  tried  to  plunge  his  knife  into  Cheyenne 
Charlie  when  he  stepped  up  to  him. 

The  scout  kicked  his  weapon  from  his  grasp,  and  then 
turning  to  Shadow  and  the  other  men,  said,  grimly: 

“This  is  ther  little  coyote  with  ther  big  brain.  He  stole 
Young  Wild  West’s  sweetheart  an’  tried  to  make  love  to 
her,  an’  after  wre  give  him  his  life  this  afternoon,  he  lied  to 
us  an’  tried  to  git  us  in  a  trap.  Shootin’  is  too  good  for 
hm,  boys !” 

“I  know  what  is  wantin’!”  spoke  up  Shadow,  and  then 
he  darted  toward  the  log  shed  as  fast  his  his  long  legs  could 
carry  him. 

“Come  on,  Jim,”  said  Wild,  quietly*  “We  are  not 
.  wanted  here.” 

They  started  back  for  the  cave,  and  when  half  way  there 
met  Shadow  running  back  with  a  lariat. 

“Don’t  harm  the  other  two  who  are  wounded,”  cautioned 
Young  Wild  West.  “We  will  take  them  to  the  camp  with 
us.” 

“All  right,  Mr.  West,”  was  the  answer,  and  then  the 
thin  man  sped  on. 

A  few  minutes  later  Wild  and  the -girls  came  riding 
through  the  gully  on  their  way  to  the  Nugget  Hotel. 

It  was  sunset,  and  our  hero  had  arranged  with  Jim  and 
the  other  men  to  stay  there  and  guard  the  cave  till  the  next 
morning. 

As  they  rode  out  of  the  mouth  of  the  gully  they  saw 
something  swinging  from  the  limb  of  a  neighboring  tree. 

Neither  Arietta,  Anna  or  Eloise  looked  at  it,  but  Wild 
did. 

It  was  the  body  of  Cherry.  Ilis  last  great  scheme  had 
been  a  fatal  one,  and  he  had  simply  met  a  just  reward. 

The  next  day  our  friends  went  to  work  at  their  lode  of 
gold  with  a  will. 


MILLION  IN  GOLD. 


it,”  said  Arietta.  “Let  me  go  in  and  make  a  search;  there 

may  be  some  more  in  the  cave.” 

She  had  her  wav  about  it,  and  a  few  minutes  later  she 
%/ 

came  back  with  a  look  of  triumph. 

She  had  a  four-pound  nugget  in  her  hand,  which  she  had 
picked  from  the  pile  of  dirt  in  the  cave. 

“Take  it,  Wild!”  she  exclaimed  with  a  happy  smile. 

Her  young  lover  did  so. 

“Here’s  the  nugget  that  puts  the  finishing  touch  to  the 
million,”  said  Wild,  holding  out  the  lump  in  one  hand 
and  grasping  Arietta’s  hand  with  the  other.  “Here’s  the 
girl  who  picked  it  up,  boys!” 

The  men  cheered  frantically  wThen  they  heard  this. 

They  had  been  talking  it  over  among  themselves  about 
making  up  what  was  lacking,  and  now  that  it  had  been 
found  by  the  pretty  sweetheart  of  the  Boss  Boy  of  Boulder, 
they  were  happy. 

Young  Wild  West’s  coming  to  Boulder  County,  Colorado, 
had  been  the  means  of  making  them  rich,  and  being  honest . 
fellows,  they  knew  how  to  appreciate  it. 

He  had  also  rid  the  vicinity  of  the  villainous  gang  led 
bv  Bruce  Budd,  the  man  who  had  been  such  a  terror  to  the 
community. 

Our  friends  did  not  continue  their  trip  any  further  just 
then. 

The  spot  seemed  to  be  an  ideal  one  for  Eloise,  and  she, 
began  to  regain  her  health  as  if  by  magic. 

As  Bob,  the  proprietor  of  the  Cloven  Hoof  saloon,  in 
Boulder  City,  had  been  one  of  the  gang  who  had  gone  un¬ 
der  in  the  fight  in  the  gully,  his  property  was  immediately  g 
put  up  for  sale  at  auction  by  one  of  his  relatives. 

\\  ild  went  over  and  bought  it,  paying  a  rather  big  price. 

“There  won’t  be  any  whiskey  sold  on  that  spot  again — 
not  as  long  as  I  live,  anyhow,”  he  said  to  a  number  of 
friends  that  he  had  made  in  the  town. 

Then  he  went  to  a  reputable  agent  and  instructed  him 
to  turn  the  place  into  a  fine  store,  and  rent  it  out  for  what 
he  could  get  for  it. 

That  made  the  majority  of  the  inhabitants  think  more 

than  ever  that  he  was  the  Boss  Bov  of  Boulder. 

%/ 

But  ^  oung  \\  ild  West  could  not  linger  long  in  that  part 

of  the  count rv. 

%/ 

lhere  were  stirring  times  ahead  for  him,  as  will  be  seen 
in  the  next  number  of  “Wild  West  Weekly.” 

THE  END. 


Bead  “YOUNG  WILD  WEST  RUNNING  THE 
GAUNTLET ;  OB,  THE  PAWNEE  CHIEF’S  LAST 

SHOT,”  which  will  be  the  next  number  (3T)  of  “Wild 
West  Weekly.” 


At  the  end  of  the  week  it  had  all  been  taken  out,  and 
when  ’t  oung  Wild  West  figured  it  out  he  found  that  after 
giving  n  third  of  what  was  there  to  the  twelve  selected  men, 
he  lacked  but  a  few  ounces  of  having  a  million  dollars’ 
worth. 

This  was  to  bo  equally  divided  between  the  six. 
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Capt.  Thos.  H.  Wilson. 

H2  Jack  Wright  and  His  Electric  Deers;  or,  Fighting  the  Bandits  of 
)  the  Black  Hills.  By  “Noname.” 

At  12  o’clock  ;  or,  The  Mystery  of  the  Lighthouse.  A  Story  of  the 
5  Revolution.  By  Gen.  Jas.  A.  Gordon. 

The  Rival  Boat  Clubs ;  or,  The  Boss  School  at  Beechwood.  By 
t  \  Allyn  Draper. 

n 


% 


ns  of  Freedom.  By  Gen.  Jas.  A. 


225  The  Haunted  House  on  the  Hudson ;  or,  the  Smugglers  of  the 

Sound.  By  Jas.  C.  Merritt. 

226  Jack  Wright  and  IDs  Prairie  Engine,  or  Among  the  Bushmen  of 

Australia-  By  “Noname.” 

227  A  Million  at  20;  or,  Fighting  Ilis  Way  in  Wall  Street.  By  H.  K. 

Shackleford. 

22S  Hook  and  Ladder  No.  2.  By  Ex-Fire  Chief  Warden. 

229  On  Deck  ;  or.  The  Boy  Pilot  of  Lake  Erie.  By  Allyn  Draper. 

230  Locomotive  Fred  ;  or,  Life  on  the  Railroad.  By  Jas.  C.  Merritt 

231  Jack  Wright  and  His  Electric  Air  Schooner;  or,  The  Mystery  of  a 

Magic  Mine.  By  '‘Noname.” 

232  Philadelphia  Phil ;  or,  From  a  Bootblack  to  a.Merchant.  By  How¬ 

ard  Austin. 

233  Custer’s  Last  Shot ;  or,  The  Boy  Trailer  of  the  Little  Horn.  By 

An  Old  Scout. 

234  The  Rival  Rangers ;  or,  The 

Gordon. 

235  Old  Sixty-Nine ;  or,  mhe  Prince  of  Engineers.  By  Jas.  C.  Merritt. 
230  Among  the  Fire-Worshippers;  or,  Two  New  York  Boys  in  Mexico. 

By  Howard  Austin. 

237  Jack  Wright  and  his  Electric  Sea  Motor;  or,  The  Search  for  a 

Drifting  Wreck.  By  “Noname.” 

238  Twenty  Years  on  an  Island;  or,  The  Story  of  a  Castaway.  By 

Capt.  Thos.  H.  Wilson.  J 

239  Colorado  Carl  ;  or,  The  King  of  the  Saddle.  By  An  Old  Scout. 

240  Hook  and  Ladder  Jack,  the  Daring  Young  Fireman.  By  Ex-Fire 

Chief  Warden. 

241  Ice-Bound ;  or,  Among  the  Floes.  By  Berton  Bertrew. 

242  Jack  Wright  and  His  Ocean  Sleuth-Hound;  or,  Tracking  an  Un* 

der-Water  Treasure.  By  “Noname.” 

243  The  Fatal  Glass ;  or,  The  Traps  and  Snares  of  New  York  A 

True  Temperance  Story.  By  Jno.  B.  Dowd. 

244  The  Maniac  Engineer ;  or,  A  Life’s  Mystery.  By  Jas.  C.  Merritt. 

245  Jack  Wright  and  His  Electric  Locomotive  ;  or,  The  Lost  Mine  of 

Death  Valley.  By  “Noname.” 

246  The  Ten  Boy  Scouts.  A  Story  of  the  Wild  West.  By  An  Old 

Scout. 


247  Young  Hickory,  the  Spy  ;  or,  Man,  Woman,  or  Boy 

Jas.  A.  Gordon. 

248  Dick  Bangle,  the  Boy  Actor, 

can  Actor). 


By  Gen’l 
By  N.  S.  Wood  (The  Young  Ameri- 

By  How- 


249  A  New  York  Boy  in  the  Soudan  ;  or,  The  Mahdi’s  Slave. 

ard  Austin. 

250  Jack  Wright  and  His  Electric  Balloon  Ship  ;  or,  30,000  Leagues 

Above  the  Earth.  By  “Noname.” 

25  1  The  Game-Cock  of  Deadwood;  A  Story  of  the  Wild  North-West.  By 
Jas.  C.  Merritt. 

25  2  Harry  Hook,  The  Boy  Fireman  of  No.  1;  or,  Always  at  His  Post.  By 
Ex.  Fire-Chief  Warden. 

253  The  Waifs  of  New  ¥ork.  By  N.  S.  Wood  (The  Young  American 
Actor.) 

25  4  Jack  Wright  and  His  Dandy  of  the  Deep;  or.  Driven  Afloat  in  the  Sea 
of  Fire.  By  “Noname.” 

25  5  In  the  Sea  of  Ice;  or,  The  Perils  of  a  Boy  Whaler.  By  Berton  Bertrew. 
25  6  Mad  Anthony  Wayne,  The  Hero  of  Stony  Point.  By  Gen’l.  Jas.  A. 
Gordon. 

25  7  The  Arkansas  Scout;  or.  Fighting  the  Redskins.  By  An  Old  Scout. 

25  8  Jack  Wright’s  Demon  of  the  Plains;  or,  Wild  Adventures  Among  the 

Cowboys. 

2  59  The  Merry  Ten;  or,  The  Shadows  of  a  Social  Club.  By  Jno.  B.  Dowd. 

2  60  Dan  Driver,  the  Boy  Engineer  of  the  Mountain  Express;  or.  Rail 
roading  on  the  Denver  and  Rio  Grande. 

261  Silver  Sam  of  Santa  Fe;  or,  The  Lion’s  Treasure  Cave.  By  An  Old 
Scout. « 

26  2  Jack  Wright  and  his  Electric  Torpedo  Ram;  or,  The  Sunken  City  of 

the  Atlantic.  By  “Noname.” 

2‘6  3  The  Rival  Schools;  or.  Fighting  for  the  Championship.  By  Allyn  Draper. 
26  4  Jack  Reef,  the  Boy  Captain;  or,  Ajd ventures  on  the  Ocean.  By  Capt, 
Thos.  H.  Wilson. 


For  Sale  by  All  Newsdealers,  or  will  be  Sent  to  Any  Address  on  Receipt  of  Price,  5  Cents  per  Copy,  by 
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THE  LIBERTY  if uis  ur  m. 

A  Weekly  Magazine  containing  Stories  of  the  American  Revolution. 


By  HARRY  MOORE. 

These  stories  are  based  on  actual  facts  and  give  a  faithful 
account  of  the  exciting  adventures  of  a  brave  band  of  American 
youths  who  were  always  ready  and  willing  to  imperil  their  lives 
for  the  sake  of  helping  along  the  gallant  cause  of  Independence. 
Every  number  will  consist  of  32  large  pages  of  reading  matter, 
bound  in  a  beautiful  colored  cover. 


LATEST  ISSUES: 

52  The  Liberty  Boys’  Scare;  or,  A  Miss  as  Good  as  a  Mile. 

53  The  Liberty  Boys’  Danger;  or,  Foes  on  All  Sides. 

54  The  Liberty  Boys’  Flight;  or,  A  Very  Narrow  Escape. 

55  The  Liberty  Boys’  Strategy ;  or,  Out-Generaling  the  Enemy. 

50  The  Liberty  Boys’  Warm  Work ;  or,  Showing  the  Redcoats  How 

57  The4  Liberty  Boys’  “Push”;  or,  Bound  to  Get  There  „ 

58  The  Liberty  Boys’  Desperate  Charge ;  or,  With  Mad  Anthony 

59  The^Liberty  Boys’  Justice,  And  How  They  Dealt  It  Out. 

60  The  Liberty  Boys  Bombarded;  or,  A  Very  Warm  Time. 

61  The  Liberty  Boys’  Sealed  Orders  ;  or,  Going  it  Blind. 

62  The  Liberty  Boys’  Daring  Stroke;  or,  With  Light-Horse  Harry 

at  Paulus  Hook. 

63  ffhe  Liberty  Boys’  Lively  Times;  or,  Here,  There  and  Everywhere. 

64  The  Liberty  Boys’  “Lone  Hand”  ;  or,  Fighting  Against  Great 

65  The°L?berty  Boys’  Mascot;  or,  The  Idol  of  the  Company. 

66  The  Liberty  Boys’  Wrath  ;  or,  Going  for  the  Redcoats  Roughshod. 

67  The  Liberty  Boys’  Battle  for  Life ;  or,  The  Hardest  Struggle  of 

68  The^liiberty  Boys’  Lost;  or,  The  Trap  That  Did  Not  Work. 

69  The  Liberty  Boys’  “Jonah”;  or,  The  Youth  Who  “Queered  Everything. 

70  The  Liberty  Boys’  Decoy;  or,  Baiting  the  British. 

71  The  Liberty  Boys  Lured  ;  or,  The  Snare  the  Enemy  Set. 

72  The  Liberty  Boys’  Ransom  ;  or,  In  the  Hands  of  the  Tory  Outlaws. 

73  The  Liberty  Boys  as  Sleuth-Hounds;  or,  Trailing  Benedict  Ar- 

74  The  Liberty  Boys  “Swoop” ;  or,  Scattering  the  Redcoats  Like 

Chaff. 

75  The  Liberty  Boys’  “Hot  Time”  ;  or,  Lively  Work  in  Old  Virginia. 

76  The  Liberty  Boys’  Daring  Scheme  ;  or,  Their  Plot  to  Capture  the 

King’s  Son.  ,  „  ,  _ 

77  The  Liberty  Boys’  Bold  Move ;  or,  Into  the  Enemy  s  Country. 

73  The  Liberty  Roys’  Beacon  Light ;  or,  The  Signal  on  the  Mountain. 

79  The  Liberty  Bovs’  Honor;  or,  The  Promise  That  Was  Kept. 

80  The  Liberty  Boys’  “Ten  Strike”  ;  or,  Bowling  the  British  Over. 

81  The  Liberty  Boys’  Gratitude,  and  How  they  Showed  It. 

82  The  Liberty  Boys  and  the  Georgia  Giant ;  or,  A  Hard  Man  to 

Handle. 

83  The  Liberty  Boys’  Dead  Line  ;  or,  “Cross  it  if  You  Dare  !” 

84  The  Liberty  Boys  “Hoo-Dooed”  ;  or,  Trouble  at  Every  Turn. 

85  The  Liberty  Boys’  Leap  for  Life  ;  or,  The  Light  that  Led  Them. 

86  The  Liberty  Boys’  Indian  Friend  ;  or,  The  Redskin  who  Fought  for 

Independence. 

87  The  Liberty  Boys  “Going  it  Blind”  ;  or,  Taking  Big  Chances. 

88  The  Liberty  Boys’  Black  Band  or,  Bumping  the  British  Hard. 

S9  The  Liberty  Boys’  “Hurry  Call” ;  or,  A  Wild  Dash  to  Save  a 

Friend. 

90  The  Liberty  Boys’  Guardian  Angel ;  or,  The  Beautiful  Maid  of  the 

Mountain. 

91  The  Liberty  Boys’  Brave  Stand  ;  or,  Set  Back  but  Not  Defeated. 

For  Sale  by  All  Newsdealers,  or  will  be  Sent  to  Any  Address  on  Receipt  of  Price,  6  Cents  per  Copy,  by 
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92  The  Liberty  Boys  “Treed” ;  or,  Warm  Work  in  the  Tall  Timber. 

93  The  Liberty  Boys’  Dare  ;  or,  Backing  the  British  Down. 

94  The  Liberty  Boys’  Best  Blows ;  or,  Beating  the  British  at  Benning¬ 

ton. 

95  The  Liberty  Boys  in  New  Jersey  ;  or,  Boxing  the  Ears  of  the  Brit¬ 

ish  Lion. 

96  The  Liberty  Boys’  Daring :  or.  Not  Afraid  of  Anything. 

97  The  Liberty  Boys’  Long  March  ;  or,  The  Move  that  Puzzled  the 

British. 

98  The  Liberty  Boys’  Bold  Front ;  or,  Hot  Times  on  Harlem  Heights. 

99  The  Liberty  Boys  in  New  York ;  or,  Helping  to  Hold  the  Great 

City. 

100  The  Liberty  Boys’  Big  Risk  ;  or,  Ready  to  Take  Chances. 

101  The  Liberty  Boys’  Drag-Net ;  or,  Hauling  the  Redcoats  In. 

102  The  Liberty  Boys’  Lightning  Work  ;  or,  Too  Fast  for  the  British. 

103  The  Liberty  Boys’  Lucky  Blunder ;  or,  The  Mistake  that  Helped 

Them. 

104  The  Liberty  Boys’  Shrewd  Trick  ;  or,  Springing  a  Big  Surprise. 

105  The  Liberty  Boys’  Cunning ;  or,  Outwitting  the  Enemy. 

106  The  Liberty  Boys’  “Big  Hit”  ;  or,  Knocking  the  Redcoats  Out. 

107  The  Liberty  Boys  “Wild  Irishman”;  or,  ,A  Lively  Lad  from 

Dublin. 

108  The  Liberty  Boys’  Surprise ;  or,  Not  Just  What  They  Were  Look¬ 

ing  For. 

109  The  Liberty  Boys’  Treasure  ;  or,  A  Lucky  Find. 

110  The  Liberty  Boys  in  Trouble ;  or,  A  Bad  Run  of  Luck. 

111  The  Liberty  Boys’  Jubilee;  or,  A  Great  Day  for  the  Great  O 

112  The  Liberty  Boys  Cornered;  or,  “Which  Way  Shall  We  Ti-n. 

113  The  Liberty  Boys  at  Valley  Forge  ;  or,  Enduring  Terribl  j  Hard¬ 

ships. 

114  The  Liberty  Boys  Missing ;  or,  Lost  in  the  Swamps. 

115  The  Liberty  Boys’  Wager,  And  How  They  Won  It. 

116  The  Liberty  Boys  Deceived  ;  or,  Tricked  but  Not  Beaten. 

117  The  Liberty  Boys  and  the  D>«uJL;  or,  A  Dangerous  Enemy. 

118  The  Liberty  Boys’  Dead-Shots;  orT  nre-Ueadly  Twelve. 

119  The  Liberty  Boys’  League  ;  or.  The  Country  Boys  Who  Helped. 

120  The  Liberty  Boys’  Neatest  Trick;  or,  How  the  Redcoats  were 

Fooled. 

121  The  Liberty  Boys  Stranded  ;  or.  Afoot  in  the  Enemy’s  Country. 

122  The  Liberty  Boys  in  the  Saddle ;  or,  Lively  Work  for  Liberty’s 

CflUS6 

123  The  Liberty  Boys’  Bonanza ;  or,  Taking  Toll  from  the  Tories. 

124  The  Liberty  Boys  at  Saratoga ;  or,  The  Surrender  of  Burgoyne. 

125  The  Liberty  Boys  and  “Old  Put.  or,  The  Escape  at  Horseneck. 

126  The  Liberty  Boys’  Bugle  Call;  or,  The  Plot  to  Poison  Washington. 

127  The  Liberty  Boys  and  “Queen  Esther”;  or.  The  Wyoming  Valle 

Massac  rc 

128  The  Liberty  Boys’  Horse  Guard;  or,  On  the  High  Hills  of  Santee. 

129  The  Liberty  Boys  and  Aaron  Burr;  or.  Battling  for  Independence. 

130  The  Liberty  Boys  and  the  “Swamp  Fox”;  or.  Helping  Marion.  ■ 
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‘  THE  STAGE. 

No.  41.  THE  BOYS  OF  NEW  YORK  END  MEN’S  JOKE 

400K. — Containing  a  great  variety  of  the  latest  jokes  used  bv  the 
most  famous  end  men.  No  amateur  minstrels  is  complete  without 
h  s  wonderful  little  book. 

No.  42.  THE  BOYS  OF  NEW  YORK  STUMP  SPEAKER*— 
Containing  a  varied  assortment  of  stump  speeches,  Negro,  Dutch 
Irish.  Also  end  men’s  jokes.  Just  the  thing  for  home  amuse¬ 
ment  and  amateur  shows. 

No.  45.  THE  BOYS  OF  NEW  YORK  MINSTREL  GUIDE 
VND  JOKE  BOOK— Something  new  and  very  instructive.  Every 
~*oy  should  obtain  this  book,  as  it  contains  full  instructions  for  or¬ 
ganizing  an  amateur  minstrel  troupe. 

No.  65.  MULDOON  S  JOKES. — This  is  one  of  the  most  original 
oke  books  ever  published,  aud  it  is  brimful  of  wit  and  humor.  It 
contains  a  large  collection  of  songs,  .jokes,  conundrums,  etc.,  of 
Terrence  Muldoon,  the  great  wit,  humorist,  and  practical  joker  of 
the  day.  Every  boy  who  can  enjoy  a  good  substantial  joke  should 
obtain  a  copy  immediately. 

No.  79.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ACTOR.— Containing  com¬ 
plete  instructions  how  to  make  up  for  various  characters  on  the 
*tage :  together  with  the  duties  of  the  Stage  Manager,  Prompter. 


ger. 

lat- 


Sgerjr  Artist  and  Property  Man.  By  a  prominent  Stage  Mana 
-T<  No  Sir.  GUS  WILLIAMS’  JOKE  BOOK.— Containing  the 
.  Kg  at  jokes,  anecdotes  and  funny  stories  of  this  world-renowned  and 
jjver  popular  German  comedian.  Sixty-four  pages;  handsome 
mlored  cover  containing  a  half-tone  photo  of  the  author. 

HOUSEKEEPING. 

No.  16.  HOW  TO  KEEP  A  WINDOW  GARDEN.— Containing 
full  instructions  for  constructing  a  window  garden  either  in  town 
>r  country,  and  the  most  approved  methods  for  raising  beautiful 
lowers  at  home.  The  most  complete  book  of  the  kind  ever  pub- 

(-  ished. 

No.  30.  HOW  TO  COOK. — One  of  the  most  instructive  books 
m  cooking  ever  published.  It  contains  recipes  for  cooking  meats, 
Ish,  game,  and  oysters ;  also  pies,  puddings,  cakes  and  all  kinds  of 
.  pastry,  and  a  grand  collection  of  recipes  by  one  of  our  most  popular 

S  moks. 

No.  37.  HOW  TO  KEEP  HOUSE. — It  contains  information  for 
|  sverybody,  boys,  girls,  men  and  women  ;  it  will  teach  you  bow  to 
make  almost  anything  around  the  house,  such  as  parlor  ornaments, 
irackets,  cements,  Aeolian  harps,  and  bird  lime  for  catching  birds. 

ELECTRICAL. 

No.  46.  HOW  TO  MAKE  AND  USE  ELECTRICITY.— A  de¬ 
scription  of  the  wonderful  uses  of  electricity  and  electro  magnetism  ; 
together  with  full  instructions  for  making  Electric  Toys,  Batteries, 
jtc.  By  George  Trebel,  A.  M.,  M.  D.  Containing  over  fifty  il- 
istrations. 

No.  64.  HOW  TO  MAKE  ELECTRICAL  MACHINES.— Con- 
p.ining  full  directions  for  making  electrical  machines,  induction 
[oils,  dynamos,  and  many  novel  toys  to  be  worked  by  electricity, 
ly  R.  A.  R.  Bennett.  Fullv  illustrated. 

No.  67.  HOW  TO  DO  ELECTRICAL  TRICKS.— Containing  a 
"arge  collection  of  instructive  and  highly  amusing  electrical  tricks, 

'  cgether  with  illustrations.  By  A.  Anderson. 

ENTERTAINMENT. 

No.  9.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  VENTRILOQUIST.— By  Harry 
Kennedy.  The  secret  given  away.  Every  intelligent  boy  reading 
,his  book  of  instructions,  by  a  practical  professor  (delighting  multi- 
udes  every  night  with  his  wonderful  imitations),  can  master  the 
rt,  and  create  any  amount  of  fun  for  himself  and  friends.  It  is. the 
■’eatest  book  ever  published,  and  there’s  millions  (of  fun)  in  it. 
3To.  20.  HOW  TO  ENTERTAIN  AN  EVENING  PARTY— A 
|ry  valuable  little  book  just  published.  A  complete  compendium 
i^games,  sports,  card  diversions,  comic  recitations,  etc.,  suitable 
Jparlor  or  drawing-room  entertainment.  It  contains  more  for  the 
ey  than  anv  book*published.  .  , 

35.  HOW  TO  PLAY  GAMES— A  complete  and  useful  little 
containing  the  rules  and  regulations  of  billiards,  bagatelle, 
ammon.  croquet,  dominoes,  etc.  .  . 

-j.  36.  HOW  TO  SOLVE  CONUNDRUMS— Containing  all 
. — eading  conundrums  of  the  day,  amusing  riddles,  curious  catches 
^Wwitty  sayings.  ,  , 

■o.  52.  HOW  TO  PLAY  CARDS.— A  complete  and  handy  little 
giving  the  rules  and  full  directions  for  playing  Euchre,  Crib- 
r^age.  Casino,  Forty-Five,  Bounce,  Pedro  Sanoho,  Draw  Poker, 
Auction  Pitch.  All  Fours,  and  many  other  popular  games  of  cards. 

No.  66.  HOW  TO  DO  PUZZLES.— Containing  over  three  hun¬ 
dred  interesting  puzzles  and  conundrums,  with  key  to  same.  A 
■  '-omplete  book.  Fully  illustrated.  By  A.  Anderson. 

M  ETIQUETTE.  „  T 

No.  13.  HOW  TO  DO  IT;  OR,  BOOK  OF  ETIQUETTE— It 
a  a  great  life  secret,  and  one  that  every  young  man  desires  to  know 
*:J  about.  There’s  happiness  in  it. 

No.  33.  HOW  TO  BEHAVE— Containing  the  rules  and  etiquette 
■>f  good  society  and  the  easiest  and  most  approved  metliodstof  ap¬ 
pearing  to  good  advantage  at  xmrties,  balls,  the  theatre,  church,  and 
o  the  dra7.  ;ng-room. 

DECLAMATION. 


.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  SPEAKER. — Containing  four 

teen  illustrations,  giving  the  different  positions  requisite  to  becom*. 

•  lPi-h  sPeaker,  reader  and  elocutionist.  Also  containing  gems  from 
all  the  popular  authors  of  prose  aud  poetry,  arranged  in  the  mos* 
simple  and  concise  manner  possible. 

No.  49.  HOW  TO  DEBATE. — Giving  rules  for  conducting  de- 
oates,  outlines  for  debates,  questions  for  discussion,  and  the  bea 
sources  tor  procuring  information  on  the  questions  given. 

_  ,  SOCIETY. 

<•  1 1  ?'  HOW  TO  FLIRT. — The  arts  and  wiles  of  flirtation  art- 
jully  explained  by  this  little  book.  Besides  the  various  methods  ot 
handkerchief,  fan.  glove,  parasol,  window  and  hat  flirtation,  it  con 
tains  a  full  list  of  the  language  and  sentiment  of  flowers,  which  i» 
interesting  to  everybody,  both  old  and  young.  You  cannot  be  happy 
without  one. 

No.  4.  HOW  TO  DANCE  is  the  title  of  a  new  and  handsome, 
lithe  book  just  issued  by  Frank  Tousey.  it  contains  full  instruc 
(ions  in  the  art  of  dancing,  etiquette  in  the  ball-room  and  at  parties 
bow  to  dress,  and  full  directions  for  calling  off  In  all  popular  square- 
dances. 

No.  5.  HOW  TO  MAKE  LOVE. — A  complete  guide  to  love, 
courtship  and  marriage,  giving  sensible  advice,  rules  and  etiquette 
to  be  observed,  with  many  curious  and  interesting  things  not  gen¬ 
erally  known. 

No.  17.  HOW  TO  DRESS. — Containing  full  instruction  in  the 
art  of  dressing  and  appearing  well  at  home  and  abroad,  giving  the 
selections  of  colors,  material,  and  how  to  have  them  made  ul> 

No.  18.  HOW  TO  BECOME  BEAUTIFUL.— One  of  the 
brightest  and  most  valuable  little  books  ever  given  to  the  world 
Everybody  wishes  to  know  how  to  beepme  beautiful,  both  male  and 
female.  The  secret  is  simple,  and  almost  costless.  Read  this  boob 
and  be  convinced  how  to  become  beautiful. 

BIRDS  AND  ANIMALS. 

No.  7.  HOW  TO  KEEP  BIRDS.— Handsomely  illustrated  an£ 
containing  full  instructions  for  the  management  and  training  of  th« 
canary,  mockingbird,  bobolink,  blackbird,  paroquet,  parrot,- etc. 

No.  39.  HOW  TO  RAISE  DOGS.  POULTRY,  PIGEONS  ANU 
RABBITS. — A  useful  and  instructive  book.  Handsomely  illu&- 
trated.  By  Ira  Drofraw. 

No.  40.  HOW  TO  MAKE  AND  SET  TRAPS.— Including  hints:  , 
on  how  to  catch  moles,  weasels,  otter,  rats,  squirrels  and  birde 
Also  how  to  cure  skins.  Copiously  illustrated.  By  J.  Harringtoi 

Keene 

No.  ’  50.  HOW  TO  STUFF  BIRDS  AND  ANIMALS.— 
valuable  book,  giving  instructions  in  collecting,  preparing,  mounting 
and  preserving  birds,  animals  and  insects. 

No.  54.  HOW  TO  KEEP  AND  MANAGE  PETS.— Giving  com 
plete  information  as  to  the  manner  and  method  of  raising,  keeping 
taming,  breeding,  and  managing  all  kinds  of  pets;  also  giving  fu. 
instructions  for  making  cages,  etc.  Fully  explained  by  twenty-eigh  t 
illustrations,  making  it  the  most  complete  book  of  the  kind  ev«>r* 
published. 

MISCELLANEOUS. 

No.  8.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  SCIENTIST— A  useful  and 
structive  book,  giving  a  complete  treatise  on  chemistry  ;  also 
pertinents  in  acoustics,  mechanics,  mathematics,  chemistry,  and  di¬ 
rections  for  making  fireworks,  colored  fires,  and  gas  balloons.  Tbif- 
book  cannot  be  equaled. 

No.  14.  HOW  TO  MAKE  CANDY. — A  complete  hand-book  £©& 
making  all  kinds  of  candv,  ice-cream,  syrups,  essences,  etc.,  etc. 

No.  19.— FRANK  TOUSEY’S  UNITED  STATES  DISTANCE 
TABLES,  POCKET  COMPANION  AND  GUIDE.— Giving  th 
official  distances  on  all  the  railroads  of  the  United  Starts  am$ 
Canada.  Also  table  of  distances  by  water  to  foreign  ports,  hac£ 
fares  in  the  principal  cities,  reports  of  the  census,  etc.,  etc.,  makia# 
it  one  of  the  most  complete  and  handy  books  published 

No.  38.  HOW  TO  BECOME  YOUR  OWN  DOCTOR.— A  won- 
derful  book,  containing  useful  and  practical  information  in  tine 
treatment  of  ordinary  diseases  and  ailments  common  to  evesy 
family.  Abounding  in  useful  and  effective  recipes  for  general 
plaints.  „ 

No.  55.  HOW  TO  COLLECT  STAMPS  AND  COINS.— Cos¬ 
taining  valuable  information  regarding  the  collecting  and  arranging; 
of  stamps  and  coins.  Handsomely  illustrated. 

No.  58.  HOW  TO  BE  A  DETECTIVE.— By  Old  King  Brady 
the  world-known  ,detective.  In  which  he  lays  down  some  valuabk 
and  sensible  rules  for  beginners,  and  also  relates  some  adventuipsr 
and  experiences  of  well-known  detectives. 

No.  60.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  PHOTOGRAPHER.— Contain¬ 
ing  useful  information  regarding  the  Camera  and  how  to  work  It  < 
also  bow  lo  make  Photographic  Magic  Lantern  Slides  and  oth# . 
Transparencies.  Handsomely  illustrated.  By  Captain  W.  De  W- 

AlNoV  62.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  WEST  POINT  MILITARY 
CADET. — Containing  full  explanations  how  to  gain  admittance, 
course  of  Studv,  Examinat  ions,  Duties,  Staff  of  ■  Officers,  Pcc>; 
Guard,  Police  Regulations,  Fire  Department,  and  all  a  boy  shots! it 
know  to  be  a  Cadet.  Compiled  and  written  by  Lu  Senarens,  autb«- 
nf  “Dow  to  Become  a  Naval  Cadet.” 

No.  03.  DOW  TO  BECOME  A  NAVAL  CADET. — Complete  Ivr 
struetions  of  bow  to  gain  admission  to  the  Annapolis  Navc\ 
Academy.  Also  containing  the  course  of  instruction,  description 
of  grounds  and  buildings,  historical  sketch,  and  everything  a  b«$ 
should  know  to  become  an  officer  in  the  united  , States  Navy.,  Com* 
piled  and  written  by  Lu  Senarens,  author  of  ‘‘How  to  Bacom*  ft 
West  Point  Military  Cadet.” 


*“  *,a"',ard  ""price  lO  CENTS  EACH.  OR  3  FOR  25  CENTS. 

Address  FRANK  TOUSEY",  Publisher,  24  Union  Square,  New  York 


A  (Dagazine  Containing  Stories,  Sketches,  etc.,  of  (flestern  Life. 

BY  AN  OLD  SCOUT. 


DO  NOT  FAIL  TO  READ  IT. 

32  PAGES.  PRICE  5  CENTS.  32  PA' 

EACH  NUMBER  IN  A  HANDSOME  COLORED  COVER. 


Ail  of  these  exciting  stories  are  founded  on  facts.  Young  ' 
West  is  a  hero  with  whom  the  author  was  acquainted.  His  da 
deeds  and  thrilling  adventures  have  never  been  surpassed, 
form  the  base  of  the  most  dashing  stories  ever  published. 

Read  the  following  numbers  of  this  most  interesting  magazine 
be  convinced: 


1  Young  Wild  West,  The  Prince  of  the  Saddle. 

2  Young  Wild  West’s  Luck;  or,  Striking  it  Rich  at  the  Hills 

3  Young  Wild  West’s  Victory;  or,  The  Road  Agents’  Last  Hoid-up. 

4  Young  Wild  West’s  Pluck ;  or,  Bound  to  Beat  the  Bad  Men. 

5  Young  Wild  West’s  Best  Shot ;  or,  The  Rescue  of  Arietta. 

G  Young  Wild  West  at  Devil  Creek;  or.  Helping  to  Boom  a  New 

Town. 

7  Young  Wild  West’s  Surprise  :  or.  The  Indian  Chief's  Legacy. 

8  Young  Wild  West  Missing;  or.  Saved  by  an  Indian  Princess. 

9  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Detective ;  or,  The  Red  Riders  of  the 

Range. 

10  Young  Wild  West  at  the  Stake;  or.  The  Jealousy  of  Arietta. 

11  Young  Wild  West’s  Nerve;  or.  The  Nine  Golden  Bullets. 

12  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Tenderfoot  ;  or,  A  New  Yorker  in  the 

West. 

13  Young  Wild  West’s  Triumph  ;  or.  Winning  Against  Great  Odds* 

14  Young  Wild  West’s  Strategy;  or.  The  Comanche  Chief's  Last  Raid. 

15  Young  Wild  West’s  Grit  ;  or.  The  Ghost  of  Gauntlet  Gulch. 

1G  Young  Wild  West's  Big  Day  ;  or.  The  Double  Wedding  at  Weston. 

17  Young  Wild  West’s  Great  Scheme;  or,  The  Building  of  a  Railroad. 

18  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Train  Robbers;  or.  The  Hunt  for  the 

Stolen  Treasure. 

19  Young  Wild  West  on  His  Mettle:  or.  Four  Against  Twenty. 


20  Young  Wild  West’s  Ranch  ;  or.  The  Renegades  of  Riley’s 

21  Young  Wild  West  on  the  Trail  ;  or,  Outwitting  the  Red 

22  Young  Wild  West's  Bargain  ;  or,  A  Red  Man  With  a  Wb 

23  Young  Wild  West’s  Vacation  ;  or,  A  Lively  Time  a 

Ranch. 

24  Young  Wild  West  Ou  His  Muscle;  or.  Fighting  Witt 

Weapons. 

25  Young  Wild  West’s  Mistake  :  or.  Losing  a  Hundred  Tho' 

26  Y'oung  Wild  West  iu  Deadwood  :  or.  The  Terror  of  Tap- 

27  Y'oung  Wild  West’s  Close  Call  ;  or,  The  Raiders  of 

Ridge. 

28  Young  Wild  West  Trapped;  or.  The  Net  That  Would 

Him. 

29  Young  Wild  West’s  Election  ;  or.  A  Mayor  at  Twenty. 

30  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Cattle  Thieves  ;  or.  Breaking 

Gang.” 

31  Young  Wild  West’s  Mascot;  or.  The  Dog  That  Wanted 

32  Young  Wild  West’s  Challenge  ;  or.  A  Combination  Hard 

33  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Ranch  Queen;  or.  Rounding  Ui 

Roper*. 

34  Young  Wild  West’s  Pony  Express;  or.  Getting  the  Mail  1 

Time. 

3  5  Young  Wild  West  on  the  Big  Divide;  or.  The  Raid  of  the  R< 
36  Young  Wild  West’s  Million  in  Gold;  or.  The  Boss  Boy  of  Bo 


FOR  SALE  BY  ALL  NEWSDEALERS.  OR  WILL  BE  SENT  TO  ANY  ADI 

ON  RECEIPT  OF  PRICE,  5  CENTS  PER  COPY,  BY 

FRANK  TOUSEY,  PublisKer,  24  Union.  Square.  New 

IF  YOU  WANT  ANY  BACK  NUMBERS 

of  our  Libraries  and  cannot  procure  them  from  newsdealers,  they  can  be  obtained  from  this  office  direct.  Cut  o 
in  the  following  Order  Blank  and  send  it  to  us  with  the  price  of  the  books  you  want  and  we  will  send  them  to  > 
turn  mail  POSTAGE  STAMPS  TAKEN  THE  SAME  AS  MONEY. 


FRANK  TOUSEY,  Publisher,  24  Union  Square,  New  York. 

Dear  Sir — Enclosed  find . cents  for  which  please  send  me: 

copies  of  WORK  AND  WIN,  Nos . 

“  WILD  WEST  WEEKLY,  Nos . 

“  FRANK  READE  WEEKLY,  Nos . 

“  PLUCK  AND  LUCK,  Nos . 

“  SECRET  SERVICE,  Nos . 

“  THE  LIBERTY  BOYS  OF  ’TO,  Nos . 

u  Ten -Cent  Hand  Books,  Nos . 
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